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jl he following play was liftened to with 
laughter and contempt. It was treated in 
the fame fpirit, by moft of our journals, 
immediately after its firft appearance. It is 
publiflied, not with the expectation of de- 
riving profit; for, after the charadter of it 
that has gone abroad, fuch hope would be 
childiih; but that thofe, who either by ac- 
cident or from a defire of doing juftice fliall 
happen to read it, may determine how far 
the language, fentiments, and general con- 
duct of the piece, deferve the ridicule it 
encountered. 

The Prologue and Epilpgue were written 
by Mr. Waldron, Prompter to the Theatre 
where they were fpoken. Till the time. of 
fending them to the prefs, the Author of 
tbfe Play had neither heard nor read them : 
becaufe he was unfortunately abfent while 
it was in preparation • 
v^ The Inquisitor is in part tranflation 
^ xand in part original. Diego ct Jjeonorj in > 
the fifth volume of the Nouveau Thhtre 
Alleniand^ furnilhed the materials which the 
Author employed. 

PaflTages were advantageoufly omitted in 
reprefentation ; which, for the clofet, it is 
perhaps advantageous to retain : for this rea- 
lon they are printed. a 
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PROLOGUE. 

Spoken by Mr. C. Kemblb. 

VV HEN yon would wifli to be alone. 

To read, or write, or (may be) 'neither^ 
And Lady Jane or Madam Joan 
Intrudes, pray tell me what is either. 
But an unwelcome vilitor ? 

And what is he, whofe piercing ey6 
Would fearch into your heart's recefs ; 

Who cruelly doth peer and pry> 
To publish, not relieve diftrefs. 
But an abhorr'd Inquifitor ! 

In winter, when you*rc left alone 
By Aimmer friends, who fly foul we&ther. 

Should one attend your figh and moan. 
And ferve you to his utmoft tether, ' 
He were a welcome viiitor ! 

And fhottld he ftrive to found your mind. 
The wiih to learn you dare not fpcafcr; 

That wifli not only thus ihould find. 
But bring what you in vain might feek, 
He were a kind Inquiiitor ! 

Now whether we to-night ihall fliew 
A kind or cruel one's a queilion 

I anfwer not, to friend or foe. 
But leave it to their own fuggeftion ; 
I only crave each viiitor 

To let his heart go with our fcenes ; 

To touch the heart we aim to-night ! 
'Twill foon fhew what the author means : 

But, if you muft be told downright. 
Enquire of The Inquifitor 1 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I.—^ Chamber. 
DoNHA VioLANTE mc^ing afervant. 

SERVANT. 

Don Manuel is ju^ arrived^ Madam. 

Viol. Don Manuel ! Heaven be praifed ! Shew 
him up. 

Servant He is here. Exit. 



SCENE 11. — Don Manuel ^d Donna 

ViOLANTE. ' 

Viol. Welcome, w^lconje ! — ^What is the mat-^ 
ter ? How you look ! What has happened ? 
Nay, fpeak! 

Man, Oh Violante ! — Where is "Leonora ? 

Viol. Walking in th^ garden. Is not Al- 
berto with you? 

B Man. Would 
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Viol. Alberto ' What is his crime ? 

Man, Nothing worthy of that papiet 

Viol. Yfho thef\ %re h^s ^pijfers i 

Maii. The holy brotherhood; the facred and 
terrible inquifition. 

Viol. Heavensi' 

Man. Leonora muft not be told. 

Viol. Oh no ! Such is her over-^powering af- 
feftion, it would ftrikc fe^. tfi the heart ; it 
would diftrait her. Who is the caufe of this ? 

Man. The German Count ; the friend of Al-» 
perto. 

Viol. Which way ? 

Man. Two d^^ ^9. tH^ {J^^jnt had a duel 
with an Italian, who followed Kim for that 
purpofe frop Naples. i^^^^ItQ ^^}^\A W* ^^ 
tufe to be rfi'e 'fecond of tis friend ^nd coun- 
tryman. 

Viol. Did the Count fatt ? 

Man He did, ^ nd was conyej^ed back- (^ )fin 
hotel qioftally wounde4. He aad his friend are 
proteftant^, and the weH mtentioned but, bi- 
gotted mafter of the houf?, fei^tf foif the fathers 
6f a "neighbouring inonaftery, left he fhould (lie 
unfandlined a^d reprobate. In vain, when they 
came, (^ Alberto y ?ge {xfh cgrennonies wq« 
offenfive ' tp his friend, wl\o wiftied to expire 
in peace. At firft they jpitied Alberto's igno- 
rance ; but, wh^ii l^e perfifted, they tr^a^d his 
<)bftinacy with anger ^n^ contempt. 

Vi^t Which he urlguardedly refifnted? 

Man. No. His patience was admirab](^ till 
no intreaties could prevail on the ?iealous fa- 
cers to defift. He men, too ri^^Jjf, i?it^Qied,' 



feftd fctp^lied thifti ftehi Ui^ th&fnfefel-, ihej^ tall- 
Sftg fot aid in tllfe htiftife bif heaven a^ tile kihg. 

K/b/, The fuperftitious people took the alarm ? 

Man. Oh, yes ' their ran ia crowds, were in- 
ftantly inflamed, and the of^cers of the holy 
inquifition foon arrivedi fo that Alberto had 
fcareely time to ^lide his tablets into my hand, 
and wnifper me to" depart and confole ms ever 
beloved Leonora. The Count, in his, Ittft agonies, 
was left without fuccour^ and died a witnels of 
this fearful fcene, while Alberto and his {ervants 
were yetterday conveyed to the Santa Gafa. 

FioL Yefterd^ ! Why thea were you not here 
foonerf 

Man. 1 too was arretted, and tiavfe undergone 
Interrc^tioh. Padre Francifeo, who examined 
ine, could not conceal his antipathy to Alberto. 

VioL He never loVed Alberto, but the^ pa- 
triarch is an upright man ; and, being chief in- 
miifitpr, will not Tu^er the innocent to be con*^ 
demned. 

Man. W^re there no othet crime, Alberto has 
dSfended the laws by iiaving been the fecond 
6f his friend. 

t^iol. Sut this is a civil, not a religidus ojBfenG^ 

Man. Vain diftinftion. The Kalous fathers 
inuft lofc every kopc of oUigJng Alberto te 
abjure the religion of his country, before they 
mnl (uffer him to efcape the dungeons of tl^ 
inquifition. 

SCENE IIL £frfe^Ltii^ 

Lei. Help, help, Madam» for Donna Leonora ! 
Viol. Where ? What ? 

B z Lei 
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t^el. She has fainted in the garden/ She knows 
every thing* [E^tiYDonkaViolakte. 



SCENE IV. 

Man. Knows! Which way? 

Lei. forgive me. Sir. I have been obliged 
to confefs. 

Man. You ? 

Lei. I am- not to blame. 

Man. Did not I caution you to keep out of 
her fight ? . ' , ■' 

Lei. Yes, but (he faw me from the garden; 
and, though I began to run, (he firft called, 
and then fent after me. Where is your mafter, 
Lelio, faid (be? I anfwered I could not tell; 
^ liiut (he perceived by my looks that was not 
the truth : fo fixing her eyes on mine, (he 
commanded me to tell her what brought me 
back without my matter? On which I was 
obliged to confefs you were here. 

Man. Blockhead ! 

Lei. What could I do ? She looked into my 
very thoughts. When (he heard you were come 
without your friend, her countenance changed. 
Anfwer me, Lelio, (aid (he : tell me the truth. 
Is Don Alberto dead ? Heaven forbid. Madam, 
faid I ! Dead ? No, he is only (hut up in the 
Santa Cafa. Simpleton that I was, ftie had fo 
taken me by furprife, I had forgotten this was 
worfe than death, fo that I could do no other 
than ^ell her all I knew. 

Man. And what have you told ? 

LeL 
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Let Every thing I have feen, and -all. I had 
heard you repeat. 

Man. And how did (he receive the news ? 

LeL S^c ftqod like a ftatue \ fhe did not (hed 
a tear, rigr heave one figh ; thou^, for my own 
part, vwhije I was telling the ftory, I cried like a 
^phi|d^> : but ewry now and th^n flie turned as pale 
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Man. Aqd neither wept nor fppke r 

LeL Not a word. * When I had done, (he 
flood for fome minutes without feeming to 
breathe, 'till t \vA her maid Licia began to be 
frighteiied, and begged her to come in. At laft 
fhe nioy^d; and faid — ^Then Alberto will, not re- 
ti^fii'to day? To which I anfwered, that things 
being as they are, I did not think he could; 
on which Ihe gently laid her hand on my 
fhoulder, then looked at Licia, endeavoured to 
fmile, and dropped lifelefs -to the earth. 

Man. Dreadful conflid: ! 

Lei. I almoft fear it will be her death. 

Man. You have been imprudent, Lelio, and 
muft be more guarded. 

' Ltl. I will ! Indeed, indeed, Sir, I will ! I 
very well know how dearly they love each other. 

man. Love! Who? 

Lei. Donna Leonora and Don Alberto. 'Tis 
ten thoufand pities he is a heretic ! 1 could 
not have fuppofed it, for I had always been 
told heretics are monfters. 

Man. Lelio, obferve what I fay. Should you 
difcover to any one what has pafTed here be.- 
tween Alberto and Leonora • 

LeL Me, Sir? Merer, never! 

Man. 
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ilfift. I d6 fl« txifpth yfttit fWetity, hut 

your fears. They may bctrajf tay firienfli t6 
deftruCHoA. 

/>/i Holy St. Jago, fbtbW ! 

Man. I^eofiom is recovered, iftfl h coffiiftA 
ie |6ne ; but thiftk bf the cbnfe^Ucnces (houM 
you futfef the tftith to efcapft. 

XeA Til pray for more grace ! [&xtt 



SCENE V. J?:/if?l- L£6!t6RA, Jkppdtted 6^ 

VioLAiitE and Licia. 

jUdn. Fcir ftothiAg, dear Vioknte, 1 atft bet- 
tet. It Wits ohly a firft ^arm* It came fo unfek* 
feededly. But judgfes are juft, and Alberto Ui 
innocent .^The Santa Calk?~Wdl, Well !-^ 
Good day, Don ManueL Albert6 ftiuft' fuflfef, 
but you are fre6 : that is fofhe tdhfolatioh. 

Man. All will be Well. Calm yoUr agitated 
fpirits. Yoti will ftill be happy. 

Leon. Shall I ? 

Man. Pleafures are tV6f mixed TVith pilft. 
•Tis the lot of man. Hitheftb you HaVe tailed 
the fweetS of love; and, that they thay ftill bfe 
more fweet, they rnuft bfe waterfed with tears. 

Leon. Muft they ? 
, Vwl. A h^art fo excellent, fo f)ute, and fe 
]lfieftionate, (Cannot always be uhl.appy. 

Leon. Excellent ? Pure ? Alas! I love Alberto, 
and Alberto is a hferetic. Will ifiot Padfe frm^ 
cifco tell ttife that is a mortal fin F But hO. 
The foul of Alberto is committed to thy charge : 
he ihall be my tohVef t, ihd I (hall dbtaili |)ar- 
don and blefling. 

A Viol. 



. irVo/. ,Qh> c;hexi(h t|^e thaugbt I 

Ze(?h. Perhaps they will wilH to tiur luai 
from ni(?, to feparat^ iw for evqr- N^ ^ it oan* 
pot b^ ! It Qiajj not h^l I wiU not endure it, 
Tb?y h^ve q^ft; him in tbei^ 4Mi.ftg;€fon?i th^ 
h^vc pk<;«4 b^rri?rs of fte§l ^d fljouf IjiQtweea 
llSi ye,t i^ he prefect; bis iw^ i^^ her«. It 
ftniles in my face^ beanie ig 9ay ey^ 4i¥l Uv^i 

r^W* Pweft l^P?Wa; have pity 9« you? 

fxieij^s ^ yoiir wPd 1^94 fl;^44ft Igoks^ t^r^ify ?^c^ 

JIfflw. From the woman whom, Albf rt^ 4ov^ 
I hoped to hav? fbwcj more fortitude. 

X^«». FQj:titu4? i Tr^^t Jn jth^ %ret ch^m- 
Jp^ifspf ^heiqquiCtion theije 3tr^ r^t^s^ an4 p^Ke^ 
and tPttuTin^ i^ftrum^t^ Wt^^t then •? iiij^t* 
^od 1 have xQXtitudjeu^ 

- Man. Nay, this is rather f^ssi^ F«titii4f 
•)St more tr^nqijiL 

Leon. If I (;9ijl4 V^t wee|>, 

Af((^»^ ^ <^ijC, t^ici^rrrrSit ^fliWH, <?flfle(ft J^UT- 

fclf. 

Le07i. (Jits) One te^r ! Qj^ tear i 

i^«V. YpH that hay? ^ver Jji^r ib ^«le, 
ana docile, 

, >(^f 7z. (r^fi^sjt What ^v9ul4 you b*Te if^ 4o ? 
I^ he; pQt ii^ the Ss^ata Cafa ? Wh« adynaiiyifV 
iters comfort to him? Is Ar calm? 

-M^Tz. Yes. 

Leon. No. He ^Tcm^ipbcPl me. Does he not, 
Violante ? 

, riQl., Moil gqrt^i^ly^ , . 

ie(?«. Hark' how I'weet his voice J tle^r him \ 

Up vows |q b« mi^j Jft life, 4A 4<«iatfe, in tor- 
ture^ 
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ture, or in blHs, everlaflingly mine ! A7 ! That 
way confolation conies. 

VioL Then be th^t confolation yours.* 

Man. Solitiade is fweeter to him than any 
fbciety in which he could not converfe of you. 

Leon. Is it ? Why ay, it is : it mull be fo. 
{Sinks again on the chair. J You fee, Violante, ho\Y 
cafily I am . perfuaded. . * 

• VioL Thanks ta my kin4 apd gentle friend. 
' Ijeoh. Wliat'is he doing?, A daik dungeon 
— \ander the earth — dug like a grave — ^no cheer- 
ing fun beams there. 

Fiol. Nay, think not of that. 
• Leon. Will they not let him write to me ? 
• — ^Write ? (ftarting up) Heavens ! Dreadful 
thought ! Where are the letters he had of mine ? 

Man. His whole effeds hav^ been feized by 
the holy tribunal. 

Leon. Seized ? Letters under my own hand ? 
Then all is difcovered. My uncle ! 

Man. Will hear it, and *tv*ere befir he fliould 
hear it from you. 

Leon. Th.nk you fo? 

VioL *Tis pity he is now with the Court at 
Beliem. 

Leon. Nay, that (hall not impede. Hafte, 
Licia ! My carriage ! Fly ! \Exit Licia. 



SCENE VI. 

Leon. Duty as well as love commands ; ought 
I not to obey Violante ? 

VioL If you * have the courage ' 

Leon. 
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Leon. Courage ? Alberto is in danger. 

Viol. 'Twere better the Patriarch Ihould learn 
the truth from .ycii, than hear the tale of Padre 
Francifco, who will not, I fear, tell it to your 
adrantage. But are you enough colledted I Were 
it not better that I fhould go ? 

Leo7i. Oh, no, my generous friend. My UfiCte 
lov^s ^le ; I have won his heart. It is not long 
fi^xce he, told me the ftory Qf his youth. He 
was once in love, like me. But thi§ is a fecfet, 
Violante. 

J^iol. The eloquence of angels d\yell upon your 
tongue; May they infpire thof^ geptle tho\^t3 
^od foothing words which beft may move your 
lincle^s pity ! 

JL^pn. Oh Alberto ! Saw you the jiiilor, Don 
Manuel ? Can he feel comp^on ? Hg$ he «i 
heart ? 

Man* I fhoiild hc^ fo. 

Leon. I ftould hope fo too-^Loaded witli 
irons ? Alberto ? Savage mm ! B\rt thou art 
fuffering, whiljB I delay. Either I will relieve 
or fhare thy miferies. I comfi, nobleft and 
beft of men ! On the wings of love, I fly ! 

[Exeunt. 



END OF ACT I. 
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SCENE I. Don Manuel, and Violavtr, 

# 

Alan. Is Leonora yet departed ? 

Viol. No, her impatient love is angry at the 
tedious fervants. I fear (he (hould fail, yet Ihe 
lias great power with the Patriarch. 

Man. And I moft fear Padre Francifco. 

Viol. *Tis a deep defigning man, one that my 
heart cannot love. 

Man. His brother, Don Fernando, albires ta 
.the hand of Leonora; and the reverend rather is 
ambitious of feeing himfelf allied to one of the 
moft illuftrious families in Portugal. 

Viol, Nor is that all; he has a perfonal hatred 
of Alberto. Their difference of opinion and priii- 
ciples has occafioned difputes, in which the fupe- 
rior genius of Alberto has been viftorious. 

Man. That is, indeed, an injury which none 
but the noble mind can pardon. 

SCENE IL Lelio, a?id afterward Alberto. 

Lei. Sir, fir, — a word, if you pleafe. 

Man. What is the matter ? 

LeL (lohifpering ) He is come ! he is here \ 

Man. Who ? (Lelio xohifpers him in the ear) 
Are you dreaming ? 

Lei. Look ! he is now coming through the gal- 
lery ! (Manuel is goingy and Alberto enters in a 
hunting'drefsj with his hair loofe^ andafowlbig 
piece in fiis hand.) 

Maru 
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Man. (Running into his arms) Heavens! Al- 
berto! 
. Viol. And at liberty ? 

Alb. (Looking round) Leonora! Where is 
Leonora? 

VioL In her own apartment. 

Alb. Is (he well ? Is fhe happy ? Is fhe informed 
of what has happened ? 

; Man. She is, but it was by Lelio's inadvertence. 
<- Alb. Fly, Violantc ! Tell her I am here. 

Viol. Not too fuddenly — that were dangerous. 

Alb. Dangerous ! What mean you ? Is flie ill ? 
(going) My Leojiora! 

Man. (preventing him) Be not rafli — ^you know 
her ftrong affedions. 

.4/4. Ccleftial creature! Know them? Ay, I 
know them, for I feel them! All! all! — Keep me 
not on the rack ! — Is (he fafe ? — Speak I 

Viol. She is. 

Alb. Why do you^^nfwer thus faintly? Tell 
tne at once what has befallen her ! 

Man. Nothing but extreme anguifli for her 
^iberto. 

Alb. Soul of my foul ! Delight of my eyes ! — 
Why am I thys withheld ? — J^ead me to Leonora I 

Viol. Her fpirits have been much agitated ; I 
will prepare her for this unexpected joy; Remain 
here till we con^e; and do you, Lelio, keep watcji 
\vi the gallery. [Exemit Viola^jte and Lelxo. 

; SCENE III, 

Alb. (Speaking after her) Delay not, I conjure 
you ; for my ftay muft be fhort, and my flight 
;ii)mediate. 

q z Man. 
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Mnii. Are you not then in fafety ? 

Alb. Oh no! miferable man ! I come but to bid> 
perhaps, an eternal adieu to Leonora. Eternal? 
j^ternal ? Nol Rather than that, welcome the dark 
chamber, the black tribunal, and the (anguinar^ 
judge! Welcome perfccution, torture, death, and 
every horror blind and raging bigotry knowfe to 
inflift! 

Man. Here, ^nd by ftealth ! Elude the keen 
jailorsy and the maffy walls of the Santa Cafa ! It 
is miraculous ! By what ■ " ' ■ 

Alb. Hark! 

Leon, (without) It cannot bc» 

Alb. 'Tis Leonora! 

Man. Quick ! Retire into. this apartment, and 
Watch the proper moment to appear. Be cau'efu], 
left the too fuddejn turn of the ftrong tide of paf-* 
lion prove fatal. Away, {Exit Ai-bekto^ 

SCENE IV. Enter Leonora andViohJ^'^TZ^ 

Leon. But are you certain, Violante? 

Viol. It is poflible he may foon be here. Aifk 
Don Manuel. 

Leon. Who has given you the information ? 

Man. A friend from the Santa Cafa, who fays 
Alberto may be expedled every hour, nay, every 
minute. 

Leon. Beware; do not deceive riie^ — fofter no 
falfe hopes, the end of which may be infupportable 
defpair, It is not to be believed ! The holy tri- 
bunal is not fo prompt to releafe its prifoners. 

Viol. We tell you nothing but the truth, It is 
faid Ke has ^fcaped from prifon, 

li€on. 
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Leon. Efcaped! Where is he theft? Efcaped, 
and not here ! And you, Don Manuel, would you 
not fly to fuccour your friend ? 

Man, He remains concealed, till he can find a 
place of fafety. 

Leon, Safety ! Where c6uld he be (o fafe as 
here ? 'Tis here he lives (with her hand to her 
heart) Perhaps he has fled this perfecuting land ? 
If fo, I mull follow. Speak not againft it — I 
muft follow. 

Viol. No, Leonora, he will not leave Portugal 
till he firfl: has feen you. 

Leon. I think he will not — my heart tells me 
he cannot. Where art thou, my well-beloved ? 
Art thou unlhackled, art thou free, and not with 
I^eonora ? 

SCENE V. Enter Alb^kto. 

« 

Leon. Ah ! (a Jliriek of joy) He is here ! 

(They fall into each other* s arms^ unable I0 

fpedk) 'Tis too much ! Such excefs of joy and 

forrow is not to be borne (patife) — ^Speak to me, 

Alberto, why doft thou not fpeak ? 

Alb. I cannot — Leonora! My foul! Leonora! 

Leon. Pride of my heart, lord of my afFedions, 
'art thou once more mine ? 

Alb. Thine everlaftingly ! 

Leon. Which way didft thou efcape ? 

Alb. I have not time for the tedious tale. Leo- 
nora 1 My life ! My love I Do I once again prefs 
thee to my heart ? 

Leon. Thou doft, and we'll part no morel 
Never, never ! I fcarcely yet can believe thou'rt 

, here \ 
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here ! Oh, fay by what fupernatural aid thou once 
again art free. 

Jib. In brief, I was locked in a chamber with 
an Englilh prifoner, an unfortunate man, whofe 
fufFerings have been incredible. Ten years had 
he been confined in damps and fearful darknefs, 
till his bent knees, yellow face, hollow eye, and 
meagre marrowlefs bones, had rendered him a 
fpeftre, niore even of horror than of pity. I 
queftioned him, and thought him dumb, for he 
anfwered not. Wearied by thefe efforts, I uttered 
an exclamation in his native tongue. At this he 
fuddenly rofe, and afked, in a trembling but fear- 
ful voice, if I were an Engliftiman } I then related 
my ftory; which having heard, he cried, 'tis for- 
tunate for thee, young man, that I am thus in- 
formed 5 for I was meditating when and how to 
murder thee. 

Leo. Murder! 

Alb. This is the night, continued he, deftined 
for my efcape ; to-morrow it would be too late 5 
and I feared, by thy coming, it might have been 
prevented. He then difcovered a gap he had dug 
in the wall, by means of which his purpofe was to 
be effefted. 

Man. And he made you the companion of his 
•flight ? 

Alb. He did ; nor here bounded his generous 
care, but took me to his countryman, an Englifli 
lord, who fupplied me with the dilguife in which 
you fee me; otherwife, the drefs I had been obliged 
to put on, at the Santa Cafa, would, when (fey- 
light came, have inftantly difcovered me. 

Leon. Yet thefe generous Englilh are heretics ! 

Alb. 



I 



A PLAY. IS 

Aid. Anxious for my fafety, and more noble in 
heart even than in name, the Englifh lord has pro- 
mifed to fecure me a paffage on board the veflel in 
which he means immediately to return to England. 
.Leon. England, Alberto! Did I hear thee 
right? Fly and leave me! Impoffibie! — And yet 
go thou muft. 

Viol. Arm yourfelf, deareft friend, with hope 
an4 courage. 

Jib. My flight, perhaps, will not be fo eafily 
accon^pliflied. 

Ma?i. That is my greatefl: fear. 

Alb. The captain is ^ be informed of our 
meafures, and intelligence fent to me, addrefled 
to Donna Violante. 

Viol. The caution was prudent. I need not 
dwell on the danger of the moment. Were you 
a fecond time taken, you know the miferies that 
await us all. You muft not be feen even by the 
fervants, Lelio and Licia excepted, who already 
know you are here. The only place of fafety is 
the pavilion — there you muft remain till the even- 
ing, and then depart. . 

Leon. Depart, Violante! 

Viol Or perifli, Leonora. Come with me, 
jyqn Manuel, that you may watch in the garden> 
while I fend away the fervants. Alberto may then 
pafs the corridor, and through the covered walk* 
into the pavilion, without being (een. 

[Exeunt Violante and Don McinneL 

SCENE VI. Alberto andhEOj^oK A pajionately 

regarding each other. 

Leon. Alberto! 
Alb. Leonora! 

Leo7i. 
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Leojt. My lord ! My hufband ! (falling in his 
arms J 

Alb. My bride ! My virgin bride ! Oh, what a. 
fate is our's ! 

Lson. (tvitk her ey^$ fixed) Alberto^ we will 
not part* 

Alb. Shall we not ? 

Leon. Never. 

Alb. 'Tis a fearful moment! — A trial beyond 
the ftrength of man ! And yet 

L^on. Forbear ! We will not part — fit down. 
(They fit on afi)fa) Give me thy hand — Look at 
me, Alberto — Swear thou wilt not leave me. 

Alb. Leave thee ! 

Leon. 'Tis already fworn! Sworn upon the 
altar! Heaven has regiftered the oath. 

Alb. Leonora, wrong not my afFeftion thi;is. 
Leave thee ! Is there need of oaths } Leave thee ! 
Oh God! Oh God! 

Leon. Then we will not part. 

Alb. What can be done ? Surely a ftiort abfence 
IB not a feparation. 

Leon. Short, fay 'ft thou! A month is an eter- 
nity ! Shall we then place years and feas between 
us ? It cannot be, Alberto. It (hall not be. I am 
thy wife. Here we are — the prefent is iii ouf 
power — the future is hopelefs and horrible. * 

Alb. Be it fo; Leonora fliall be obeyed— ^I will 
remain. What care I for tortures, or — ^ 

Leon. Thou doft not underftand me, Alberto. 
Thou doft not yet know me. We muftnot part 
-^yet thou muft fly. 

Alb. And thou fly with me! 

Xjeon. Why art thou ftartled? Was not this 

our 
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t)ut plan, and is it inj.ured by being'haiieixed ?— 
, What are thy fears ? 

Jib. The wprft that can rack the heart pf n^an 
'—the lofs df thfcc ! ^ , 

Leon: Hear me^ Alberto^ My tetters are feized 
' — out fecrets are betrayed. 'Tis known that, 
.though our nuptial yows.are pledged, I aui yet thy 
virgin bride. A divorce may be obtained — my 
.uncle will prevent my flight^ — I (hall lofe thee^ and 
here meet my death. Here^ alone! without 
-breathing my laft figh on my hufband's lips ! I 
ihall be buried where thou ipuft- never return — 
Thou muft never even drop a tear upon my tomb ! 

Alb. Forbear! If thou would'ft not behold 
me frantic, and my brain burft with defperate 
thoughts, I conjure thee to forbear. 

Leon. Where-then is the happinefs in which our 
hopes had revelled ? Oh ! it breaks my heart that 
-thy , firft purpofe ftipuld be to fly from Portugal, 
and leave me here. 

Alb. Agam leave thee ? . Leonora, thou wert 
not ufed to wrong me thus. 

Leon. Was it not ? 

Alb. In the diftra^tion of my heart, I knew not 
what my purpofe" wa^j- but when I told my ftory 
to our Engliih friends, I obtained promife of a 
paflTage for thee. 

Leon. Yet, fhould the fhip be flopped, thou 
would'ft be feized as a fugitive and a ravillier, and 
thy death would be certain. 

Alb. 'Tis no lefs certain fhould I again fall 

• into the hands of the inquifition. Their laws are 

death to thofe who but attenipt to efcape their 

cruelties. ' 

I -Jjeon. Dreadful ^ternative ! I cannot live with- 



^ THE^NgORITOR; 

trnt^Ofor? ijTot t otimot. "Wilt &mi Mt ^td 

more confolation, if die we m%Af to dit tegether^ 
Hkiti to expire (he vidim of a bsrbdrian bigotry ? 

Jib. Can*ft thou a&? Gatt*ft thou doubt? 
Angel of conftancy Mid Wot y^ ^^mbrwsh^) 
Thou art fhe balm of my heatt^x-tht tveafiue (^ 
tny feuW'^nd^ bloflf d <k miferablef our fate #ia& 
pe one* 

Le^. This very ni^ wc!%|hf#ft bMidtogs 
tfcer. There I (hall be everiaftingly fhine. Hafte 
\\itt\f propitious darknefs^ Juifte td unite lSio(t 
'Whom virtue, love^ and nature, fdrmtd each IdC 
the other. Oh^ how fi^ ^iritt fecund! How 
light ^they feel I 

Alb. Leonora, I hareMe|)iayerto lAfdee^ 

Leon. *Tis granted f fpeak^ 

4lh. Should wc be diicovei^d— ^*^ 

Leon. Weill 

^/fr. At that moment, ^ere tfiey ^imtoadmy 
limbs with fetters, *ere they can apfdf the rack^ 
and ft'-etch the breaking finew s 

Leon. Oh ! 

Alb. Shall I 

Leon. What? 

Alb. Obtmn xleath from thy hafid7 

Leon. ( Suddenly fiiudders^ then re€0Wf9^ and 
.firmly gives her hand to Alberto) Thou (hal t 
But-- — It muft be returned I *Tis horrible \ but 
'tis fo decreed. Hiou muft die t!^ my band-^ 
and I by thine. 

Alh. (With a cry ef terror} ^vet\ 

Leon. It muft be {b. 

Alb. Impoffible! 

Leon. Thoii thinkeft, perhapSj^ I mea» a po^hi* 
ard> /No. Seeft thou this c^ial of gold^ *Twas 

thy 



Ibjr ^. Itih«U be fiUed ^i|di ^Isalh'^ iwft pre* 
ciotts balm--^Or what if» ftaiK^ing on the vefliil'^ 
brui^f locked in each' otfaarV anAs^ we pluogjfe 

^/6. Think IK*, of k* ^ 

' i><>n« Nay^ i>ut wilt thfiu^ 
, ^/6. (^Pai(/^>! 1 wiU, 

Leon. Thy w(tfd is givea? i 

Jib. It is. 

JLe^m. Ob, facred contract! I now amfatv^foA 

SCKNtEVir. Lici A. enters h(i^fy. 

Lie. A fiirvant, madam, is juft^ arrived from the 
Patriarchs/who fends to inform you hereturhs to- 
day to Lil^on, accompani;ed by Don Fernando, 
and that they will vidt you as they pafs» 
. Leon. Havens I 

Alb. Don Fernando? 

Lit. H& eomes^ to pif "imesmt t(y jfOH^ niadani. 

Leon. Alberto, dll i^ loft ! 

Alb. How, andwhy^ Touf unci* is ignofant 
Ihat I am her(»i 

L^n* Idfty, tmt why fhoiM he pttcifely come 

Alb. His buiinefs at Court is finiOied* I may 
remain concealed while he flays, 

Levn. But how ftiall I meet bis e^'e? What 
(hall I anfwer when he tells me of thy efcape ? Has 
not Padre Francifco already informed him of pur 
love? 

Alb. Calm thyfelf, Leonora. They cannot have 
X»et~there has not been tinpie* 

Da Lean 
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Le&n: ' Suppok it; yet, how fhall I meet }ii% 
embraces? how receive his afFcftionate farewell? 
Tender ss he has ever been to nle, and confcious 
that I -am tearing myfelf for ever from his arms, 
the terrors of my own deceit will betray me. 

^Ih. Leonora would revoke her purpofe tl^en ? 

Leon. Cruel Alberto! Never. My uncle is 
much — but my hufband is more. 

Lie. What anfwer fliall I return to the fervant, 
madam ? 

Leon. I canjiot tell. Inform Donna Violante I 
wilh to fpeak with her. 

Jlb.^ To what end? The vifit ofthe-P^riarch 
cannot be avoided. Say your lady will be delighted 
to receive her yncle, and then defire . Donn^ Vio- 
lante, and Don Manuel, to come here. 

[Exit Licia, 

SCENE VIIL 

Alb. It is even poffiblc that happy confcquencesi 
may refult from this interview. 

Leon, ph that it wgre I 

Alb. Should your uncle be convinced of my iA- 
^pgencc, he has the power to give oi:ders to pur- 
fue me no farther 3, our flight would then be lc& 
dangerous. 

SCENE \\. Enter Viola^txe ^nd Don 

Manuel. 

VioL I am told the Patriarch is coming. 
Leon. It is but too true. Advife me, dear 
Violante, how to aft. 

, ' Viol 
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ri'o/.^ Why are you alarmecj? You have reafon 
to rejoice. 

Leoti* How happy have I ever been to fee him 
arrive — ^biit noV his coming will but derange our 
plans. 

Viol. What plans? Thofe with which your 
friends are acquainted, or others that yoii have 
lately formed ? . * 

Alb. Why that queftion ? 

Man. Nay, do not diflemblc, Alberto. If 
we may believe Licia, and your mutual looks, 
you h^ve |*efolved on flight. Think not we would 
prevent you — foUdw feUcity wherever it calls, but 
be prudeht. What do you intend? Mean you to 
abandon your country, friends, and fortune, 
Leonora? 

Leon. Country, friends, and fortune, all are 
here (taking the haiid of Alberto) Yet think not, 
Violante, my heart is dead to friendfhip. 

Viol. No, Leonora, I will not do you that 
wrong. 

Man. Yqu, Alberto, muft retire, or you will 
be difcovered. I will (hew you the pavilion. Lelit> 
(hall occafionally bring you tidings of all that pafles, 
while I will fpeedily traverfe the city, and endea- 
vour to learn whether you are fufpcfted of being 
here. In the evening I will ret\irn, and condudt 
you to the (hip. 

Leofi' But you will be punctual? 

Man. As your own wi(hes. 

Leon. Let us then retire, Violante. I have 
much to do. My fpirits are difordered, and my 
heart alarmed. This is the firft time I meet an 
uncle with fear, whom I have ever beheld with 
pleafure. Should He be informed of our loves—- — 
' ' " i VioL 
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FioL That Cfnnot be 

Jib. But, grant it were, arc not our rdbJution$ 
taken, Leone r^? 

Leon. Can'il thou aik? Judge o£ my affedioii 
by thy own. Come, Vtolante. A thoufand thanks, 
Don ManueU for your fricncHhip to i^lbcrto* 
Would the nffiht were heie, and the fails wero 
fpread. But this js no time for hefitation* $um*« 
mon thy courage, Alberto^ think* o£ me in the 
pavilion. Not $ mixmte {ioaJX pai(s but I will offer 
up prayers for thy fafetjr. Rememharour mutual 
promife (^n\ficQntly) In life, or death-*-Rc^ 
member I [Exeunt l^onora arid Violante^ 

SCENE X, 

41^ Can I forget ? fGas^ing^ after Leaw>ru) 
Man. {calb/ Lieliol 

Enie9' Lel i o» 

Lei. Sir ? 

Man. Stay here, and attend on Don AIbertO| 
who will remain concealed in the paviKon. Marie 
me— -be cautiotis and difereet. You umdefflland. 

Lei. Perfeftly. 

Man. Follow,- thtn. Come, my fi4end, 

Mb. A few hours, and this diftraAio» of 
thought, this conflift of love and itiin, will ht 
over. • Either Leonora will be mine, and I IhaU 
be t^ie moft blefled of men-, or death will relieve 
vs from ail the tortures which fanatkr ignoram:e, 
and frantic zeal, deem it a duty to inffift. 

BND OF ACT II, 

ACT 
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ACT IIL 

SCENE !• -^ mapiificent Garden^ with a Pa- 
vilion in view. 

p. Fran, NoW, Alguazil ? 

A^. Good day, revcfeod Padre- 

P. Fran, hy what accident arc you here ? Of 
whom are you in purfuit ? 

Alg. I>id not yott command me to diligently 
fearch thefe environs ? I heard you were come 
here, and I followed. 

P. Fran. If you brhg any intelligence, yotl 
tave done ^ell j otherwife you may obftruft my 
plans. I am familiar faere»and unfil^cted i but, 
if you have been ften, , our intentions arc be- 
trayed. Where are your followers ? 

Jig. So ftatiobed- round the houfe that Don 
Alberto cannot cfcape. 

P. Fran. Are you fure he is here ? While yoti 
fffc on the watch, he may be flying full fpeed to- 
ward the firotntiers, and mocking at our vain pur* 
fuits. 

Jig. I have HtStle doubt but he b in this houfe : 
he was &» at dty-bi^ak coming from the hotd 
of an Englifh nobleman^ di%uiied in a hunting 
dte&j alid bending his way hither^ 

P. Fran.. 
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P. Fran. I know that Englifhmatt : he, like 
his countrymen, daring and audacious, braves our 
holy terrors. ^ ^ , ^ 

Alg. I endeavbured to bribe his fervants, but I 
found them as lilent and as furly as their mafter. 
, P. Fran. Thus we have no certainty that Air 
berto is here ; or, if he have been, he woiila fcarcely 
have ftaid : he would have been better advifed. 
And yet youth is fo imprudent, and love fo ralh. 

SCENE II. Enter Licia. 

Lie. Leonora fehds faUitation, reverend Padre, 
and is forry that (he cannot receive your vifit. 

P. Fran Is (he indifpofed ? 

Lie. Not dangeroufly i though enough to keep 
her chamber* l . 

P. Fran. It grieves me to hear it. Gentle, 
3dnd, and pious, as fhe is, I could not but call, 
as I happened to be in the neighbourhood. I 
hope it will not be taken amifs. 

Li6. (Going) Donna Violante will wait oa 
you. 
: p. Fran* One^word, my good girl. 

Lie. What are your commands ? 
^ .' P.' Fran. You know me ? 

Lip. Who does not ? You are Padre . Fran- 
cifco, the brother of Don Fernando, and are a 
frequent vifitor here. 

. JP. Fian, (Flattering) Yes, but you know my 
-good intentions, (folemnly) and my (acred office. 
, Lie. A zealous inquifitor. 

P. Fran. (Awfully) K^^ remember that. I have 
a queftipn to afk, (withfome menace) and Iliope 
. you will^anfwer me (incerely. 

Lie. 



Ltc: My tniftrefs is Waifing ; permit de tcs de- 
liver my meflage, qjid return. 

P. Ftdtt, Oa\y i minute, fdnxiouj^ zeatth' 
Ug kei/- idoks.) Vouf Save no doubt heani of thtf 
m^ortune that has befallen Don Albertd P 

Lie, (^tnbafrdJhdJ—Eioa Albertd ?—Ot yes. 
" tli'ey fay he- has beM ralkerf to the Sin^' Cafa. I 
coura- not have thbu^t fo giJod' a gentieiiiari ca- 
pable of fo gr^at a 6rime ^ 

P. Ff-an. Have you heard ^c^" t&it he is at 
Rfcerty? 

Uc. Is it pbffible? "fhenhd is'inflocsnt. lam 
gla4 of that, Jhough he is a heretic. 

P. Fran. Not entirely innocent, though' hb 
offpnce is, perhaps, lefs than was fuppofed. "^ot 

Epart, I with him immediately Itf leave the 
gdom". Why perlecute a poor ftranger ? Yet \ 
fliould have defired his converfiori. We mufi^ 
however, appear to purfue tlie fiJgitiVc, a'nd' we 
iiave received intelligepce that he is here. 
'■ Uc, (Terrifies. J nzx&i 
' P.Fran. Ay, fi^r.^ i 

Lie. Dear, dear, 

P. Fran. (Hypo- 
you know where he 
him, as a friend, ,ii 
be obliged again to 

Lie. Thatj that 
verend Padre» if. I 
hisefca'pe. ... 

P. Fran. I mention thistoyou,, Licia,becaufe 
I knpw you are a pious and prud'enV girl : for, were 
it discovered t^at I lend this advice to Xyoh, /Al- 
berto, you know not to what dangers'! fhobtd' b^ 
cxpbfed. Speak therefoi'e freely. 

E Lie. 
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Lie. Indeed, indeed, reverend- Padre, I have 
nothing to fay. 

P. Fran. Be lefs fufoicious, child, {Jignificantli/ ) 
you will have no cauie to repent of placing con- 
fidence in me. 

Lie. I — I— I have nothing to confide. 

P. Fran. Have you not? (with a voiee to ter- 
rify) Alguazil, in the name of the holy tribu- 
nal, fei^e that impious woman. 

Lie. (Efeapes erying) Help ! help ! Save me ! 

\Zxit 

, . ^ . SCENE III. Efiter Lelio. 

Lei. How now ! What is the matter ? fSees 
Padre Franei/eo, and endeavours tofiy.) 

P. Fran. Stop him. (The Alguazil brings 
Lelio forward.) Are not you in the fervice of 
Don Manuel? 

LeL (Fearful and confufed.) Yes, reverend 
Padre. 

P. Fran. Is your matter here ? 

LeL He is gone to Lilbon, but will be back 
this evening, reverend Padre. 

P. Fran. Did not he ^rive this morning ? 
_ Lei. Yes, reverend Padre. 
• P, Fran. Why is he gone to Lifbon ? 

Lei. I do not know. 

P. Fran: What brought him here ? 

L^eL I cannot tell. 

P. Fran. You have feen Don Alberto ? 

Ltl. Sepn Don Alberto ? — Oh ! — ^Yes, \ have 
feen him very t)ften. 

p. Fran. Here, my good friend, (Offering him 
a purfe) take this. 

LeL 
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Lcl. Pardon me, reverend Padre, I dare not. 

P. Fran. Why ? 

LiCL Becaufe I — I muft not tell. 

P.Fran. Muft not? 

Lei: I mean, I do not know. 

P.Fran. Friend, be careful what you fay ! No 
equivocation ! Tax your confcience, fpeak the 
truth. Have you fqen Don Alberto this morn- 
ing? • 

Lei. Seen him this morning, Sir? — I ! — No. 

P. Fran. Beware I Confefs, or — 

Lei. What muft I confefs ? Is he not in prifon ? 

P. Fran. (With hisfolemn terrific voice) Al- 

lazil ! Sieze the reprobate ! Let him be bound, 

Jttered, and thrown in a dungeon, where neither 
Tound nor light can penetrate. 
• LeL (Falling on his knees.) Mercy, mercy, 
mercy ! 

P. Fran. Impious mifcreant ! You (hall there 
ht taught to conceal a heretic. 

Let. Mercy, reverend Padre, and I will con* 
fefs all ! Do not burn me ! 

P. Fran. Anfwer, caitiff. — Is Alberto here ? 

Lei. Oh ! yes, yes, yes ! 

P. Fran. Where i? he concealed ? Speak ! — 
Inftantly ! 

Lei. In the pavilion! — Oh that ever I was 
born ! Treacherous guilty man ! / 

P. Fran. Once more .beware, left the flames 
confume thee ! Is that the truth ? 

Lei. It is ! it is ! . .- 

P. Fran. Rife. Who is with him ? 

LeL Nobody. (P. Francifco zvhijfpersy ami 
gives the Alguazil injtruclions zvhile Ldio /peaks.) 

E 2 . , LeL 
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Lcl. Wl^ere fliall I hid^ ray hp^d ? W^ich that 
I am! A traitor? Heaven liaVe raprcy on ffic ! 
I a traitor ? Oh that I had |i?ver \^ti Wn ! 

P.Fran. (Turning to Z^/iV>./ Is t^c pav^lron 
open ? Whjr does th^ fool ixiv^f: f §pp^, I % t 
|.s the payilion opep ? 

Lei. l^Oy no, np. 

jp. Fra^. And why i? it not} 

Let. Becaufe, becaufc-r— ' 

P. Fran, Becaufe what? 

Lei. It IS locked. 

JP. Frm* Where is th? kqr? 

£e/. I, I— 

P.Fr(?n. Thf key^ I %• 

X<?/. Here, ^frc it is. ^ 

P. Fran. (To the Al^Mq^iU Ta|c^ jit ^d ^ 
cautious. . [^:fif ^igu^ziL 

LeL l^ljiferable man that I am ! Wh^ |iayc J 
done ? "" 

p. Frm- Calm your fears, | pardon youf tpmfn 
greflidh provided you act prudently. ^Qu uh^er- 
ftand n^e. 

Lei. Yes, yes. I don't know. 

^.F^an. IVTapkrap, t^en. Dare not to jji&nft 
any oi>e whatever of the difcovery y6u havd hliade 
to m^. 

i>/. Oh>no,no, no! Shsji^ie v^i}! nqt ^et nie, 

p. Fran. You may begone. ' ~ 

Z^/. Go! May I go ^ 

^. Fran. Yes. 

Xe/. Ani I at liberty ! 
.. ^. Fxan^ Have I not told thee, yes E 

%jel. 



Lei. Thank you, tfcank ypu, jpioft r^verphd 
Padre! " ^ - - . 

P. i^rfln. I (hall' forbear to punifli you. 

JLeL Oh, thank you ! thank you ! thank you ! 

P. F^dn. Kay mdit, i gr^^t you pk^naty in- 
dulgence for a year. 

Lei. Thank youi ten tljoufand thox^fand times ! — 
IjVJiere (haU J Jii|ie piy tearf?— Tniaijk you \ thank 
you ! Oh tnat t was in my grave ! 

[ExiL 

|5CENE y. 

P. Fran. Why ay, wc have him oncp ipore in 

J he-toils. What if he w^re fuffered to efcape ? — 
t muft not be ! The enamoured l^dy might folr 
loy^ my fcrot|ier ipightlgfe her, and t|ie hopes of 
pur houfe b^ i^juifjed. Befide, this Alberto is au- 
dacious, felt-willed, and infolent ; tut the Santa 
Gafa will fqpn allay the boiling fever of his blood, 

« 

SCENE Vt Enter YfOi^vT^. 

FiaL Leonora defires, reverend Padre, to -fee 
you mher apartment, to enquire why you endea- 
voured to feize her maid, and for what purpofc 
the Aigu^I and his followers are here ? ^ 

P. Fran. Thej attend on me. 

Viol, ^wer^ m vain to pretend ignorance of 
your motives ; but you are a man of underftandt 
mg, and will not be gtiided by blind and head* 
long zeal. 

P. Fran. If you xdlude to Don Alberto, you 
muft know that to convert him is a (acred duty, 
and a benefit, which my place and office oblige 
me to confer. * ' ^ 

Vial'. 
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VioL But benefits forcibly conferred — ' 
p. Fran. Are benefits ftiU. 

SCENE VII. hEojfJO'Si A behind the Scenes* 

Leon. Give way ! Let me go ! 

VioL What is the matter ? 

Leon. (Entering.) Help ! help ! Oh, Sir, 
help ! • 

P. Fran. , For whom ? 

Leon. Fly to his aid ! The garden ! The Al- 
guazils ! They are now affaulting, him ! 

Viol. Heavens ! Alberto ? 

P. Fran. Be pacified, daughter, they wiU not 
harm him ; they do but follow my orders, 

Leon. Your orders ? Your*s ? Barbarous man !— 
Oh Alberto! — ^her^ Jet me die! {Falls an a 
(hair.) 

Viol. Why, Sir, is this violence ? I fcarcely 
can think it will be approved, cither by your brp'» 
ther, or tfie Patriarch. 
^ P. Fran. {Sternly,) That, Mgdam, is my care. 

Leati. {Rifing.) Drag me with him to the ftake4 
for I too am a heretig f 

Viol, teonora ! My tender friend ! Recal ypur 
courage. 

Leon, I have no couyagc. I wifh for none. 
Death! death ! (Falls again on the chair.) 

P, Fran. ( To Leonora ) J pity your fcarows, 
daughter } but am more afflifted to fee one fo 
pious, and fo gentle, act thus in defiance of pur 
holy church, and endeavoyr to conceal an aflaffici, 
a rebel, ai^d a heretic, 

Leon. {Turning and Surveying him with fis:e4^ 
dffpflir.) Are you a fanftified. and godly man ? 

Pardon 
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Pardon me, for mcthought I heard the impious 
voice of the prince of darknefs ! Perhaps you will 
fave him ? You are then an angel of light ! 

P. J^ran. Would it weie in my power ! 

I^on. And is it not ? 

P.Fran. Alas! no. 

Leon. Then I will I — —Poniards ! Poifon ! Death ! 
{Runs wildly off' followed by Violante.) 

SCENE VIII. Alberto brought in fettered 
by the Algvazil and his attendants, 

{P. Francifco and Alberto regard each other 

haughtily.) 

P. Fran. So young' man ! 

Alb. So, Inquifitor! 

Alg. Here is a purfe we found in his pocket 
{Giving the purfe.) 

' P.Fran. You had no money wheh you ef- 
caped from the Santa Cafa. Who fupplied you 
with this ? Anfwer. 

Alb. I an^ not yet undCT the torture, Inqui- 
fitpr-J 

P. Fran. You have a haughty bitow, and muft 
be taught humility. 
^ Alb. Ha, ha, ha! ■ *. 

Alg. His refiftance was violent ; he was fcarcely 
to be overcome. Two of my attendants are dan- 
geroufly wounded, and I have not efc»ed {Shew- 
ing his hand bound with a handkerMief gained 
tvith blood.) 

P. Fran. You have a fevere account to render: 

Aib. To whom? 

P. Fran. Tojuftice, and to me, your judge. ' 

Alb. Ha, ha, ha ! 

P. Fran. 
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p. Fran. Am I indeed f6 contemptible r 

AW. Come* Your chstins ! Your dungeons i 
I am ready. , 

P. Frdui. Bs not in haft^^ B^oys afe rafft. 

Alb. Better be boy antf falli^ thaii man ind 
villain. - . . 

P. PV'flfn. I out^ difappointmiBnt I can well fup- 
pofe is bitter. Leonora is not only beautiful but 
rich ; and you (hudder not at the nanxe of ravilher. 

Alb. Ravilher? Away! I but dfcfpife yotf / ' 

P. Ftan. You iVc wrong. ExpiCrietfce ^ould 
teach you ndver to defpife a phwerfaf enemy'* D6 
not miftakc mc^ lani the ei&my not of yourper- 
fon, but of your guilt* 

Mb. Pfhaw ! Speak out ( Yo^ ?n-e bold and 
tindaimted i^ damilii^.crhnes. , Why put on the 
ftale maik of paltry common place hyppcrify ? ^* 

P. Fran. A mun of t^odgjRi'te prudence would 
have differeijrt Ibolfs, aild di^ercnt l^nguage.;^!^ 
is riot for the judge to appeal to the^ priloiner j 
yet I caH on thofe to wh9na J[ beft mi^ faiowa to 
witnefs how well I have obeyed tl^e laws of jgay 
Order, how irreproachable Jiav^ bceq iny cha- 
<rader and condu'ft, and what the degree of con*- 
fidence was which conferred on me the crffi<;e I 
liold. To the pcrfon of Don Alberto I agsun af- 
firm I ani iiot the enemy. 

4 lb. H^ thee, Inquifitor ! The father of lie$ 
affirm hc% tby friend^ bi^t do npt beljevehim. 

P.Fraji. The patient humility with whidi I 
jpndure thefe infults is my be^t anfwer. ^ 

Alb. Suffering Saint! Mark, Algus^il, . how 
meek, how humble, and how patient is that foowl* 

P. Fran^ 
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: P. Fran. , Audacious youth ' thou makeft the. 
l)lackncfs of thy own thoughts the meafure of 
mine. *Tis thou art the impoftor. Under the 
plaufible veil of inexperience, thou art a prac- 
tifed feducer, adroit and dangerous: 

Jib. Seducer? 

P. Fran. Ay, feducer ! An unknown vagrant ; 
prowling through foreign lands in fearch of credu- 
lous, puling, and unfufpefting virginity, on which/ 
felfehood, and a fair outfide, may pafs current, 
Mifcreant adventurers, whofoon or late are brought 
to the fcafibld ; but not till they have ruined inno- 
cence, driven parents to diftraftion, and heaped on 
families eternal (hame. 

Alb. Thou feeft I am fettered ; but, were I not, 
it would not be for thee to move my anger. 

P. Fran. With a form fo fpecious, a languifti- 
ing air, manners that ape dignity, and now a re- 
lpe<5tful filence, and anon a pompous difplay of 
lofty fentiment ahd afFefted modefty, was it won- 
derful thou fhouldft enfnare an innocent and in- 
genuous heart ? But th^fe are cajoleries for girls. 
I grant that for thy years thou haft acquired fome 
little ftock of cunning. Poor fool ! Thou thoughtft 
it fufficient to deceive men like me. What blind 
temerity could urge thee to become the would-be 
rival of Don Fernando ? 

Alb. Ay ! The brother of Padr^ Francifco ! 
Was it not infolent ? Holy and difinterefted man, 
how I admire thee ! 

P. Fran. Were that brother's temporal benefit 
my chief care, I need but fufFer thee to fly. But 
jio, Don Fernando is the mafter of his own ac- 
tioi)s, and I Ihould think he will not honour 

F that 
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that v^zk woman with his hand, who, with light 
and idiot wantonnefs, offers her heart to thee. 

Jib. FriAr, beware ! Utter no blafphcmy agiunft 
L^onom ; left, chained as I am, I tear thee piece* 
meal! 

P. Fran. I thought thy anger was not to be 
mttved my me. — Mark how calm my coadud is ! 
But, no wonder : right is on my fide. Go, and 
let it dwell on thy memcny that I am to be thy 
accnfer. Think on the crimes thou haft com- 
mitted^ and repent : this is fiiendly advice. 

Alb. Humane and gentle Friar ! 

P. Fran. Nor would I have thee forget the 
fcornful looks, and the opprobrious language thou 
haft beftowed on me. 

:Alb. Ha, ha» ha, (hould I forget them, thou 
wilt not. 

JP, Fran. No, I^haU not Officers! convey him 
to th^ pavilion. 

Alb. Meanwhile, compaffionate Inquifitor, ru- 
minate on thy lift of tortures ; thy pullies, ftretch- 
ing cords, .and diflocating (hakes. Imagine thou 
feeft my writhing limbs, and let thy merciful heart 
riot in my fancied agonies ! Will not my groans 
delight thine ear ? Ha^ ha, ha ! What if I ftiould 
hold my breath, and fmile ? What if then, as 
now, I ftiould laugh and defpife both thee and 
them ? Be moderate in thy defire of plealure. 
Raife not thy hopes too high; I would not have 
thee difappointed, Ha, ha, ha ! [Ej^it guarded^, 

SCENE IX. 

P^/Vwi, Away, haughty and deluded fool t 
Ctime hither officer, I^^et him not be removed 

tU 
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tin nigkt. lLh» PttmxsA^ h f^t^ zni 'tis tcttU 
to avoid; the ih^w of pecfeculaQii Watcfa^. hQ»i- 
ever^ cajsefully : let no ooc approach him i aad, 
fhould aajr ivek attomjpt . be made> ioibmi m 
of it. 

^^. Depend upon mo^. .{I)eHx^i a Jetittr:)i 

P. Fran. What is this ? 

-4/^. Another letter found upon Alberto, which 
in the firft hurry of conveying him to prifon, I 
forgot to give you. 

P. Fran. {AJide.) How is this ? [tteads) " To 
Don Daart Gonzago, ArchbiQiop of San Sal- 
vador*" What can it mean? Does not Alberto 
know the late Archbiftiop of Brazil is now the 
Patriarch ? — Officer, hold aa converfation, you 
or your affiftants, with the prifoner, concerning 
the Patriarch : let not his name be fo much as 
mentioned. As vou regard my power, or my 
protection, be oblervant» 

Alg. Moft punctually. 

P. Fran. End this affair with the zeal you 
have begun, and you (hall foon be Alguazil 
Major* Go. [Exit AlguaziL 

SCENE X. 

P» Fran. What can this letter contain? 
Ought I to break the feal ? That muft be 
thought on : the confequences may .be ferious. 
To be daring with caution is the gift only of 
the fagacious: he has broken the laws, is guilty 
of herefy, has efcaped from the Santa Cafa, and 
treated an Inquifitor with contumely. Any of 
tj^efp offences are death. Where then is the 

F z doubt. 
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doubt) or where the danger ? None. This let- 
ter, indeed, is in my hands, is a thing of truft, 
and ought, perhaps, to be delivered ; but what 
are its contents ? Ay ! that is the queftion. No 
matter! That which has been daringly begun 
muft be refolutely ended. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. Padre Francisco and Do^ 

Fernando. 

P. Fran. A HE Patriarch, I hear, received 1117 
report coolly. 

Fern. Is that fuq)rifing ? He is diflatisfied with 
your condudt. . To arreft this youth in the houfe 
of his niece was little lefs than an infult to himfelf. 
Methinks, good brother, you might have been 
more refpedful ' 

P. Fran* That is your opinion. 

Fern. Do you not perceive the Patriarch has 
no longer his tontier friendfhip for ypu ? 

P. Fran. What then? He tliat is powerful 
enough to defy the powerful, excites the admira- 
tion of the multitude. 

Fern. You may thus become the table-talk of 
goffips and idlers, but *tis a dangerous road to 
travel.^ * - 

P.Fran. Moil courageous brother ! Dangerous? 

Fern. Yes, though it excite your fcorn. 

P. Fran. Who will oppofe Padre Francifco ? 
The confeffor of princes, the ghoftiy direftor of 
the Court, and the man whom the devout adore ! 

Fern. You anfwer ftrangely ! I thought a pure 
heart, and the fnendlhip of our venerable Patri- 
arch, preferable to all the vanities you have named. 

P.Fr^n. Each is good in its place. 

Fern. The Patriarch has openly faid, the crime 
of Don Alberto is pardonable. 

P. Fran, {ircnkallyj Has he ? 

P(?m. 
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Fern. But added, Alberto would acquit him- 
feif with difficulty; for his accufer is not his friend* 

P. Fran. The Patriardi is a man of penetration* 

Fern. Why is this unfortunate Alberto thus 
pferfecuted ? why not fu^fered to fly ? 

A Fran. Is that a queftion ? I thought Fer- 
nando had a paffion for Leonora! 

Fern. Mofttrue! I have. 

P. Fern. And that loVe could not endure im- 
pediment or competitor ? 

Fern. What do you mean ? 

P. Fran. Shallow minded manl Know you not 
that this Alberto, whom you pity— this periecuted 
youth — this fair-(poken vagrant, has dared — ay. 
Sir, dared to rival the brother of Fadre Fjancifco ? 

Fern. My rival? Alberto! 

P. Fran. He, the acquaintanceof a mont|» — ^ 
forei^ pauper — jv knight of induftr^ — ^has robbed 
thee of the afFedions of this capriaoui wantoix-7 
t^is Leonora! 

Fern. It cannot be! you have been deceive^ by 
an impoffible calumuy. 

P. Fran. Impoffible ! Look at theft lettersr— 
have you ever feen the hand before? ,, 

Fern. Gracious God! *Tis Leoixora's !— ^ve 
them— let me read ! ' 

P. Fran. Not yet; the PatriarclLmuft fee them 
firft ; Here you will find the projeft of their flight — 
Here, too, Don Fernando is mentioned— an objeA 
to be pitied, but not to be loved — z, man of ioroc 
trifling virtues, and paflable qualities — ^but, com* 
pared to her Alberto, a poor, inlignificant blanks 

Fern. Surely this is not to be believed ! 

P. Fran. *Tis incredible, I own, that fo £ur 
haired a youth, with fo (miimg and fo imooth a 



A PLAY. 39 

face, (hould form ftrat^ems to trample on the 
honour, and make a mockery of Don Fernando. 

Fern. Hell ! hell ! where is the villain con- 
cealed? 

jP. Fran. But fOT my prudence, that queftion 
might have come too late; Don Fernando has no^ 
only to fend him a defiance— hbnourable man } 
and fuflfer him to add aflaffination to treachery* 
But I will rid thee of the taflt of vengeance. Be 
it thy bufinefs to inform the Patriarch of thefe 

bafe amours; and in language that why Ihould 

, I tell thee how to fpeak, or what to fay ? \i thou 
haft foul, or fenfe to feel thy wrongs, they will 
beft inftruA thee in the manner, the langu^e, 
and the art, 'with which they are to be rehearfed. 

Fern. Why art ? Will not the letters fpeak fo? 
themfelves ? 

P.Fran. Simple, unpradifed man ! I well per- 
ceive your intervention wiU be dangerous ; and all 
I afk is, that you (hould engage the Patriarch to 
fuffer juftice to take its courfe. Of the particulars 
I myfelf will inform him, knowing morc than I 
will now repeat. Learn from me, however, if 
Alberto do not fall, as he well deferves, the vidim 
of his crimes and blafphemies, thou wilt never 
obtain the hand of Leonora ! 

F,em. Her hand ! Jf I cannot obtain her heart, 
and if it be already beftowed, her hand fhall never 
be accepted by me. I loved her for what I deemed 
her high and mcomparable qualities. 

P.Fran. And fuch they were, and fuch they 
Again may be, and thou may'ftftill poflefs her, if 
thou doft not with an abjedt fpirit fhrink from the 
conteft, The Patriarch comes! Jf the beaaity, 
wealth, or virtue, of Leonora, were ever dear to 
thee, watch and profit by the prefent moment. 

SCENE 
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SCENE n. Enter the Patriarch. 

Pat. Fernando, my friend, thy looks fpeak the 
trouble of thy heart. I know the caufe; and \>\U 
terly (hare thy injuries. 

P. Fran. Vioknte doubtlefs has informed your 
Eminence ? 

Pat. Why have you not given Leonora's letters 
to me ? . 

P. Fran. It was my immediate purpofe. (deli- 
vering the letters.) From my inmoft heart, I 
lament your tainted honour ; and only rejoice that 
heaven made me the inftrument to unmalk and 
punilli the perfidious author of thefe injuries. 

Pat. Great though' they are, I think yourcon- 
du(5t violent. Were it but from refpeft to my 
family, you might have afted with lefs precipita- 
tion. 

P.Fran. Your eminence well knows our orders 
arc to regard neither rank nor perfon. 

Pat. Orders? You change that which is per^r 
roitted, to a command. The privilege you have 
exerted, I grant you poflefs ; yet had you, with- 
out tumult, demanded the fugitive of my niece, 
I think you would not have been refufed. But 
the pad is pafled 5 and be it forgotten. I own the 
friendfhip you have always profefled toward itte 
would have led me to expeft from you the imme- 
diate delivery of thefe letters. 

P. Froji. Knowing they would difclofe the im- 
prudence of the lovely, but mifguided Leonora, 
I was reluftant to afflidl your Eminence. 

Pat. It feems then I am under obligations to 
you ! Yet, \ flioi^ld have thought them greater^ 

. had 
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had you begun by confulting me, and made m«? 
and ray niece lefs the fubjeft of public clamour, 
and probable detraftion. Plainly to fpeak, Father, 
I think you fomewhat too prompt, inconfiderate, 
and irritable, for a judge of the holy tribunal. 
The fury of zeal renders him who is poffelTed by 
it hateful ; and never can accord with that meek 
Ipirit, thofe chriftian charities, and that unlimit- 
ed benevolence, which men like you and me kre 
bound to cherifh and promote. The beft, I own,, 
may be mifled ; but he who would exceed a law, 
written itfelf in blood, is either curfed with a per- 
verfe h?ad, or an impenetrable heart. Of this 
more hereafter. Where do you mean to lodge 
your prifoner ? 

P. Fran. Once more in the Santa Cafa. But, 
tender of private reputation, we would avoid im-^ 
pertinent enquirers ^ and not remove him till the 
approach of night. 

Pat. So. I would converfe a moment with 
hipi : fend him hither. 

f.J^ran. Moll willingly. 



SCENE III. 

Tat. Fernando— would I had confolation to 
give ! 

Fern. And, oh ! would I had it to return ! 

Pat. Leonora !• — How did my heart doat on 
her \ For mine is a heart formed for individual 
a|Fe6tions, rather than for thofe titles, dignities, 
and immenfe domains, which have been laviflied 
on me unfolicited. Th^ only blefling I once , 
wi(hed, Heaven refufed ! Well — the will of Hea- ' 

Q Ve«> 
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yen be dpnc. To me is now connmijttcd the fpi-* 
ritual weal of a mighty epipirq ; tome, who want 
the power of beftowing happWfe on the few moft 
Aear and deaf to uic, whojB, adyerfe fortune pcr-^^ 
fecutes ! 

Fern. Wher^ is the vcjoco^ wbofe npblc quall^^ 
ties, and beneficen.t ads, better, fit hiiTi for; the, 
fatcred traft you hold ? 

Paf. Called frpm the Braz^ib,^ arid, nominated 
Grand Inquifitor, t have been bufied in leekiqc to 
reform the too flagrant abufes of ttie ^re|4ful. 
Court over which f now prefide- Full o£ thcfe, 
confolatory thoughts, \ arrived wkh a fatisfjed .and, 
glowing heart, to pals ^ happy hour wit^ Leo- 
nora ; and here I encounter woes that perhaps will 
^ye^gh me to the grave. Thoughtle^ Leonoja !* 
Wretched youth ! Little didft thou think, that- 
Portugal iKould doom thee to lb miferable a 
death! * 

Fern. My brother believes him the vileft and 
ifiofl artful of men. 

Pat Beware of confiding in that brother ! It 
grieves me thus to fpeak : but beware. * Alberto 
indeeci has wanted prudence, is culpable, and his 
flight and refiftance may be fatal : ftill he merits 
our compaiflion. Perhaps my friend will accufe 
me of weaknefs ; but he remembers the ftory X 
once told T Shall I confefs there are in thisyoutlv 
fuch traits of refemblance to— 

Fern. The hefpiiie of that tale ? 

Pat. Even her ! whom I knew at Vienna — 
Alberto, too, is a German, though his father was 
of Pprtijigal. He coqies — Remember what I 
have laid is under the feal and filence of friend-* 
fhip. ' '. 

FerVi^ It fhall be inviolate, 

' ' ' SCENE. 



■■ • 



A PLAY, -^3 



SCENE iV. J5rn/^rI^Ai)RE Franciscp: 

P. Frail. The prifoner Approaches. I hop!? lie 
Will anfwer your Emineiice with lefs contempt anfd 
iirfuk than T(4eti he replied to me. 

Bait. TThe tK>ble mind fl\ould be tibbly dfeait 
with 5 (b, if I miftiake not ^ fhould he hate bfceh: 

P. Fran, (wilh fomewhat of latent menc^ce.) 
I expeft the decifioh of your Eitiinertcfc on my 
(conduft will be as inflexibly jiiftj as it foon innft 
be on thfe fed deer <ifVdUr niece. 

PM. Speak not or vengeante as if you wilhed 
it; nor be too certain that appearances have not 
deceived you. 



Pai. How ! Loaded with iroiis ! Why this fe- 
Vcrityi Father f 

jP; iPV-in; Yo«r Eininfence knows not the vio- 
lence he comtnitted. 

Pdt. You fee, Don Alberto, the wrong you 
have done yourfetf by refiftance : you tnight have 
fpared yourfelf this difgrace. Pledge me your 
tionour that you will to-morrow ftibmit to the 
iacred tribunal j and that^ without an exprefs 
.pcrmiffion from me, you will not leave Lilbon. — 
(Mberio is Jilent*) You cannot ho^e to efcape ; 
ihefe fetters are cumbrous and difhonourable ; 
ftm mofcAA I that the boiife of my Jiiece Ihotild be 
yourpiifdAw 

Alb. I willingly promife s but^— ' 

Pat What? 

G 2 Alb. 
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Jlh, Require me not to accept a boon or fa- 
vour from that man. 

Pat. fearing a/evere glance at Franci/co, then 
to the Jiguaziis.J Take off his chains ; go and 
wait my orders. (The Alguazils retire.) 

Alb. I thank you, but dare not meet your eye. 
From you I could willingly have endured a diffe- 
rent treatment. 

Pat. (to Don Fernando and Francifco*) In* 
dulge us a moment. . 



SCENE VL The I^atriarch and Alberto. 

Pat. (after apaufe.) Alberto^ Alberto— look 
at me — Young man, my heart has beat to thee : 
I thought thee noble — thou haft deceived me. 
Thou haft ftruck me here !— deeply ! — It was not 
well of thee, Alberto. 

Alb. I cannot fpeak. 

Pat. I have been young, have committed fdly, 
ay, have known, and ftiU too cruelly remember, 
what it was to love. Take warning ! for it has 
empoifoned the cup of life. 

Alb. I can ftiffer, but I cannot plead. 

Pat. Thou wilt tell me thou couldft not 
refift the overpowering charms of Leonora; and 
that thy love is as pure as her heart. It may be 
fo ; yet, though the pangs of death fliould foUow. 
the voice of duty muft be obeyed. Thou muft 
fee her no more. Thinkeft thou the effort too 
great ? I once knew a lady, thy countrywoman, 
loving and beloved by a youth of Portugal, nay, 
privately married — 

Alb. Heavens ! 

Pat. 
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Pctt. Heroic iangel ! No fooner was (he fcertai A 
that their union would be dcftruftive to her lover^ 
than flie petitioned and procured a divorce ; and 
at once to deprive him of every anxious but delu-^ 
five hope, afterward fled beyond his knowledge. 

Alb. *Tis not to be endured ! 

Pat. Nay morfe, betrothed herfelf to ahother. 

Alb. Ay ! fome ready Don Fernando* 

Pat The forrows thou haft brought on me I 
forgive : my tears (hall fall in private^ but not 
upbraid thee. This thy<pnteft with the monks of 
Lifbon might be fatal* Fortunately \ am thy 
judge, and am no faoiatk perfecutor i but the laws, 
remember, are decifive, and condemn whoever 
efcapes from the Santa Ca(a, or re(ifts its officers, 
to inevitable death* My power only can fave 
thee, on condition thou flieft from Portugal, with 
a facred promife never to return. 

Alb. This mercy is too great, yet not great 
enough. Noble apd full of pity as you are, re- 
turn me to my perfecutor, for he can only inflid 
death ! Your generofity is more cruel. Give me 
to the torture, or give me Leonora ! Her ybu 
cannot give; then be compaflSpnate, and let me 
die ! 

Pat. Oh, how felf-willed and headbng is 
youth! 

Alb. Say rather, how overflowing with all the 
generous afFeftions, which the cold hand of age 
too often extingui(hes ! Yet in you they are not 
dead. Saint-like though you are, I cannot but 
wonder, that with a heart fo fympathifing and fd 
tender, you (hould haVe doomed yourfeit to celi- 
bacy, rejeding the charms, the fweetnefs, and 
the love of woman, which ennobles the nobleft 
nature, and— 

Pat. 
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Pei. (much moved.) Young man— enquire nol 
}nto the fccrets of my heart. It has bad its feel- 
ii^, ks foffcringSi and \H privations^ — the fighi 
pt thee brings them glowing to itiy memory.-— 
Look at me — ^how wonderful the likcnefs I Give 
me thy hand — ^Why am I thus moved ? Alberto, 
would thou wcrt not a heretic ! Leonora might 
then be thine. 

Alb. What if tiiy opinions were changed ? ^ 

Pat. With dpen arms I would receive thee into 
tlie bofom of the church ! Yet if love and n6t 
principle were thy motiVe--- 

Alf>* Think not io meanly of mc. Were therfc 
% man intimately perfu^ded that the two religions 
are equally good, if their duties be but equ^ly 
©bfcrved ^ were then^ fuch a liiani diflant from 
\ii% native IaJid» removed from the fear of offend^ 
ing thofe whofe prejudices or whofe faith might hi 
more fixed i voukl it th^i be guik in him to feek 
lor himfelf and oth^^i happinefs wd Meflings un« 
tttterable ? 

Pat Put the queftioii to thy confcieince ? 

Alb. it has been put ; and the dread of aj^ear* 
bg a felfiih and unprincipled ittis^dOy is a tor-^' 
inent not to be endured. 

Pat. No human virtue cwi eieape: pojQiUe Aif- 
picion. Gonfider the fuifjeft agton. Thy fether^ 
thou haft told me^ was n Portuguefe } 

Alb. A^ my mothef of Germany. 

Pttt Came fhe firoin Vienna ? Whftt wib faef 
tomAtn name ? Abfurd queftion ! What indueed 
tbee to vifit Li(iK>n ? 

Alb. In order to go to the Brasils; 

Pai. Indeed! Wo^d I had met thee 4heie ! 

ASk Have you been refident in thofe parts ? 

Ptit, Many years* Who comes here ? 

StENE 
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SCENE Vn. Enter L^ouoftA. 

Pdt. Youf C6iflniands, yotingUdy— 
Leon. Young lady! N^ longer tten yow 
LeQnora? 

Az^. Whv, girt, am \ wrong by th^fe corrode 
ing forrows r What have I dbne ? AHedge the 
caufe-— Criiel ^t thou art, haft thou found me ^ 
ftian of iron ? Have I been fo to thee ? Whea 
hadft thou an ill \ did not Ihare ? Ol what rude 
a:d of rigour have J been ^ilty ? Or how deferved 
*o be fhut frorn thy bofomi, at that momentous^ 
hour when all that' \i itioft precious to life^ happi- 
l^fs, and honot^r, demand ijnKniited confidence 
•and eouiifd ? From earlieft infancy t have fondled 
tllee, cherilhed thee,^ hugged the^ to n?y bofom, 
{Partaken* thy finaes and teaf s, arid flattered me | 
had (o wroi^t on thy gentle affe Aibns, that thou 
Wert becoijie the very tranfcript and; counterpart 
of my foul 1 my 3K)upg, flOurimihg^ and* rendyated 
Mi ! Wiiy am I treated with that fufpicion and 
a^roidance whicib, had X been th^ tyrant, 'twould 
be difficult to jyfti^ ? Leonora, 1 have not de- 
^rved it of the6, 

: Leon* I have nO airifwer . *Twas a wicked and- 
inexpiable crime! How has Ktiy foul yearned to^ 
unburthen its thoughts to an uncle fo affediotiate, 
juft, i^tid wife ! But, Heaven is my witnefs, the* 
effbrt was beyond me. My tongue trembled,^ my 
lips Were pallied,' and my faculties loft in agoniz^ 
i^ng apprehensions. I could not fpeak ! I could 
only love! 
* jpat What means this language ? . 

% Leon. 
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Leon. I can utter no other. Alas ! thus it is ; 
pien are all alike! Hearts? No-t-rmarble ! 
marble \ Carefles, gifts, and fmiles, do but make 
their ftabs the deeper, foifon, concealed u^^dcr 
flowersjl is poifon ftiU, 

Pat. Leonora ! 

Leon. Hqw can they who never, loved judge 
of lovers* p^ng^? In the cells of monks they fay 
love is Zf crime, and infenfibility a virtue; but 
here, in ^he world and open day, love is the folo 
agent !. all is governed b,y love ! 

Alb. Am I then the fated inftriiment of difcord? 
Do I repay friendfhip and affeftioja with trouble^ 
repining, and grief? Miferable man ! 

Leon. Accufb nol; thyfelf, Alberto; nof com- 
plain. Qur fufFerings are of no avail ; we muft 
be facrificed ! We are fated to fall : that honour 
is ours* Our innocent apd pure fpuls will glory 
in the niartyrdon^, 

Pat. Leonora, child, be calm ! Thy fren:5ied 
^ye fills me with terror ! 

Leon. \t AH)erto dies, I will not live. Why 
fliould a poor creature, that has no i:emaining wilh 
or hope, continue to cra.wl the miferable earth ? 

Pal. Forbear thus to afflidt thyfelf and m^. 

Leon. I wiQi for affli(flion ! I would drinjk of 
it, fleep in it, and clafp it to my heart,' as the 
fole good that is le^t me ! Love being fled, eter- 
nal night fucceeds; whei? I would watch, and 
>yake, and pray, and figh, and daOi my d.ifljafted 
forehead againft the incapable rpckp which my 
tears could not foft;en ! 

Pat. Why, girl, diftraft me with thefe fruitlefs, 
clamours ? I would joyfully lay down life to fe- 
cure thy good ; but thy demand is beyond my^ 
power. What then wouldfl thou have of me ? 

Leon^ 
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' Let>n. Death or Alberto ! 

Pat. Take back thefe imprudent letters. I 
"have not read them. 

Leon. They are not mine* In them my 
thoughts, my heart, my foul, are pidtured, And 
they are all devoted here, {/o Alberto) 

Pat. Take them, Alberto. You cannot for- 
get the confidence I place in your honor; that 
Confidence I think you will not abufe. Remain 
a moment with my niece. Reafon with her on 
her duty, yours, and mine. Inlpire her ancj 
yourfelf with that noble fortitude which is the 
crpwn of virtue, and the chief attribute of the 
noble mind. 

Alb. It cannot bel Take my life, but afk 
not impoflibilities. I live but in Leonora. Here, 
and hereafter, we are everlaftingly united : nor 
fliall prejudice, pity, or tyranny, divide us. 

Leon, (feeing P. Francifco) fleavens ! Thi^ 
!bad man again ! 



SCENE VIII. P. Francisco enters precipi- 
tately ^ follotved by Doi^ Fer>jani>o, with 
ajlow Jiep and gloomy air. 

P. Fran. Will your Eminence grant me 9. 
word ? (Takes the Patriarch afide.) 

Leon, (obferving P. Francifco) Alberto* 
Seed thou the eagernefs of his eye ? 

P. Fran, (giving a letter to the Patriarch) 
Pleafe, Sir, to read, and be convinced. 

Leon. What paper is that ? Some new in- 
^umeat of d^ruftion !— Pefbaps we have but. 

H a iw« 
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a moment ! Rcmembcreft thou tby promif^?, 
Alberto ? 

jilb. (firmly) I do, 

Lson. Death or life, our fate is mutual ! 

Alh. It is, 

JL^on. Then, depion, we defy thee ! 

Alb. (to Don Fernando) What new tidings^ 
does your brother bring. Sir ? 

Fern, (folemnly) You will know too foon, 
lady, I pity you. 

Pat. (having read and returned the letter^ ad- 
vancing- angrily to Alberto) Are you acquaint* 
cd with an Englilh nobleman? 

Alb. I am. 

Pat^ H^ve you feen and converfed with him 
to-day ? 

Leon, [rvftimg between thevi) Forbear I l^X 
me anfwer for thee — He has \ 

Pat. Had you agreed to fly this night on 
board an Englifti (hip? 

Leon. andAlb^ We had. 

Pat. Leonora with you ; and both difguifed ? 

Leon. Both. 

P(it. {to P. Francifco) Forgive my incrcdu- 
iityj good father ! You are right ! (Tcj Alberto) 
What ! And give your folepin promife not to 
leave Lilbon without my knowledge? 
{Calls) Hola ! {Afervant enters) Send hither the 
Alguazils. — Perfidious feducer ! Since I am thus 
compelled, let the laws Itrike, 

SCENE IX. The Alguazils entet^. 

Pat. Guard your prilbner, Jind woe bofofl 
him (hould he refift ! 

41K 
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Alb. t have no Tuch intentioni 

Leon. But I have ! {Draws a dagger condealed 
tinder her robe, dnd riijhes on the AlguaziU^ 
who retreat with fear) Who fliall dare lay hand 
on Alberto ? 

Pat. Art thou frantic ? 

P. Fran. Madam ! {Attempts to catch het 
arm, which Jhe furioujly raifes, aiming the 
poniard dt his breajl ; but it is fiizedy and caji 
to the floor by Alberto^ and taken up by Don 
Feimando.) 

Leon. {Jinking on a cotlch) Oh, Alberto ! 

Pat. Call her attendant s.^-^This letter is ad- 
drefled to Donna Violante : order her not to 
leave the houfe without my permiffion. [P. Fran- 
cifco whifper^y and fends dway a fervant) My 
niece is under the delirium of paffion; but 
Violante has no fuch pliea. Don Fernando, I 
will attend you to my cabinet; Yet, no: re* 
tnain here. Do you, good father, come with me ? 

[Exiti, 

P* Fran, {aflde to the Alguazils) Beware that 
he do not efcape. \Exit. 

Scene X- 

LepJt. {foltoUdng Ffancifco tvith her eye) 
Wretch ! thirfting for blood I Why, Alberto, didft 
thou arreft the blow i {To Fetnando) Give me 
back my poniard. 

Alb. Is ihis my gentle Lednora ? By our loves 
I conjure thee, be tranquil* 

Leon^ Tranquil ! under agofties like mine, tran^ 
quil ! Bid hie groan, and cry, and curfe, or my 

H 2 over-* 
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overcharged heart will fufFocate ! They weuld 
rob me of life, yet blame me for defending it ! 

Alb. Haft thou forgotten our facred promife, 
1-eonora \ If oui^ courage fail us not, what have 
we loft that was not loft before ? 

Leon. \a fide to Alberto) What ! This ? {Shew- 
ing the vial.) 

Alb. Even fo. 

Leon. Nay, then, if that be thy firm purpo£e, 
ill is well ! 

Alg. We attend you, Sir. 

Alb. I come. ( To Fernando) You, Don Fer- 
nando, are a good and honourable man. Re- 
mind his Eminence, our efcape was planned pre- 
yioua to the pledge of honour he demanded of 
me; and that fuch a pledge was never given 
by nia.in vain. 

JF>r«. He (hall be told. [Fernando ^ from ref^ 
pecty keeping at a dijlance.) ^ 
t Leon, {after a profound reveille) Precious vial 1 
We part, 'tis true ; but we (hall meet again ! 
Av, and foon ! Difcncumbered of thefe dregs 
of^ earth ; above yon light clouds that flit along 
like (hadows, and lighter ftill than they ! I was 
too much agitated. I feel quite different now — 
Alberto ? 

Alb. My love ! 

Leon. They have wheels, and ftraining cords, 
imd mean to try thy ftrength. A little cordial, 
though but a dfOp^ will recruit thy powers, and 
bid them rally. Doft thou understand me ? 

Alb. Ay I . 

Leon. It flball be fent thee. But it muft be 
potent. Wilt thou drink? 

Alb. ^ Ay ! 

Leon^ 
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Leon. Leonora will pledge thee! Tell me, 
iFernando, at whaf hour the moon rifes? 

Fefti. About midni^t- 

Z,eon. Then, abotit midnight, Alberto, I will 
regard the n(mg moo;i, and drink to the health 
of my beloved. 

Alb. And I to thine. 

Leon. Thy hand! {TotheAi^ua:til.)Kiiid2ind 
worthy gentleman, I hope you will treat your* 
prifoner mercifully till midnight. Wouldft thou 
belie^ve it, Alberto, I have now the courage to 
part ?-^— Adieu— One laft embrace— (4/?rfe to him) 
Look upward and addrefs thy dying prayer— Oh, 
how happily we fhould have , lived ! Coun^e ! 
Courage ! Once more. {Offering to embraced) 

Alb. {falling on his kneeSy and hiding his face) 
Oh, Leonora! ' . 

Leon. Rife, Alberto. Doft thou weep.? It 
is not well. I hjtve no longer any tears to (hed. 
Eyes that never are to behold thee more, ought 
never more to weep. There is not that thing 
on earth that defences a tear. Go, Alberto J 
Be gone ! begone ! ( With her head averted) I will 
forbear to fee thee ag:|in. 

Alb: {rijing) Come, Sirs. 

Leon, {her head Jlill averted) Adieu. 

Alb. For ever ! For ever ! Oh ! ( The Algua* 
zils lead him aivay) 

, Leo7i. {her arms extended^ and with agony in 
her voice) Stay ! Stay ! Once more ! A lafl: look f 
Is it denied h Alberto ! Hear me ! {Follows 
funmng.) 



SCENE 
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SCENE }^i. Donna Violante dtitersy tind 
receives Leonora in her arms. 

Viol. Oh, my diftrafted friend ! 

Leon, [after Jinking on th& bofom of Violante) 
He was here {putting her hand to her heart) and 
they, have tofrl him away ! Saw you not his part- 
ing look, Fernando ? The fetting (un, from the 
bofom of the de^p, glimmers a dying ray ; but 
it rifes again on the mtorrow* Conceive yoij 
that ? It rifes again on the nidrrow ! Ay, and 
the moon ! The moon at midnight ! 
. Fern. Would, lady, I could afluage your griefs \ 

Ijcon^ Oh how compaflionate is nian ? There 
never yet was Wretch that died unpiticfd— when 
pity was vain and ufeiefs. 

Fern. You do me wrong* Had Alberto been 
Worthy your love- — 

Leon. Worthy! Had you intercourfe?. Did 
you ever fearch his heart ? Was. it within yout 
;ftretch of underftanding ? 

Fern. It may be not. 

Leon^ I have. 'Twas noble I I am his wit- 
nefs, and am not i^ndeferving your belief. * I 
have thought worthily of you, and there (houlil» 
inethinks, have been fympathy between Alberto 
and Don Fernindo. 

Fern. Perhaps I have been milled. If fo, 1 
Would be his firft defender. . 

Leon. Indeed ! Why then tliere is a favor. . 

Fern. Name it.- 

Leon. Intercede, that I may fee him once 
ftgain. But for a moment. 

Fern. I will, and hope I Ihall prevail. 
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Leon. This evening— two hours before mid- 
night — ^ftiould midnight be paft: — ^heavens ! You 
have promifed ? 

Fern. My word is facred. 

Viol. Your brother comes. Retire, my friend. 

Leon. Twas barbarous madncfs in me to fend 
bim fo fuddenly away — Before midnight ! Re- 
member ! Before midnight, full two hours, or \ 
(ball think your promife forfeited. Oh, Alberto 1 

\Excunt Viol ANTE iznrf Leonora, 



SCENE mi. Enter P, Francisco. 

Pt Fran, ho you, how they fly thfcvery riiftling 
of my robe ! . • 

Fern. Would they did not ! 

P, Fj^an. And why ? 'Tis their proper guilt 
they fear. The Patriarch, feeble of temper, (hrinksi 
from the ftorm : A^gry though he is, he yet has 
doubts; all therefpre depends on thee. 

Fern. Me ? 

P. Fran. Tho^i mvift remind him of Alberto^a 
perfidy, and fe^d his provocation. What means^ 
that fombre brow ? 

Fern. Thy office i& the miniftfy of peace. Why 
is thy nature thus cr\jel ? 

P. Fran. How ! Are thefe my thanks ? h 
thus my friend (hip fpr theq recompenfed ? 

Fern, brother, I would ^ell believe my wel^ 
fare is thy only prompter; but, grant it be^ 
Ijeonora never can be mine. Another Jove is 
rooted in her heart. 

P. Fran. Vain phantoms ! Knoweft thou not 
woman better ? I am a confefTor : I hear the: 
f^crets of tbQ fex. Who is ihje that marries witl\ 

4 vir-. 
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a virgin love ? Bcfide : The kws demand Al- 
berto's life. Did I make, or can I change 
them ? Why how thou lookeft ! Were I to 
Ihew thee this letter, and were it feen by the 
Patriarch, where were then thy hopes ? The ar- 
rogant Alberto would haughtily confront us, 
abjure his herefy, lead Leonora to the altar, 
and the mild, the meek, the civil Don Fer^- 
rando (hould fill the train, and ftand the de- 
rided witnefs of his rival's triumph ! 

Fern. Fiends ! [Paufe) What is thy purpofe ? 
Doft thou delight to torture 7ne too ? Why am 
I thus wrought upon ? . 

P, Frari. J^t at once explicit, or I will deliver 
up the lettet, and to-morrow's fun fliall fee thi? 
glorious cerefnony ! Wilt thou fecond me, and 
work upon the Patriarch? 

Fern, Firft fay whofe letter is it, and what 
are its contents ? 

P. Fran. Poifon toothy hopes and mine ! Ox\c 
found upon Alberto, addreffed to the arch- 
bilhop of San .Salvador, and by Alberto to be 
delivered. 

Fern. Is he ignorant that the late archbifhop 
of the Brazils is now the Patriarch of .Portugal? 

P. Fran. Yes : happily for tliee. Nor dreams 
he what are the ftrange events this paper brings to 
jigh^ 

Fern. Was it then fcaled ? - 

P, Fran. Thrice moft carefully. 

Fern. And broken by thee ? 

p. Fran. By me ! Fortunate that I am to 
have it in my poff^ffion ! — What mean thefe in- 
fulting gldnces ? 

Fepr. Francifco ! This is a villainous ad ! 

P. Fran^ 
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A Fran. Villainous! Dareft thou addr^fs that 
word to me ? 

Fern. Ay, to thee ! And hateful am 1 to my- 
felf, that I am of thy kindred. 

P. Fran. Ha ! Haft thou forgotten . t am 
Francifco ? The head of my order, the confeifor 
of majefty, the inquifitor of the facred tribunal ! 
Have its dark chambers, racks and deaths in- 
numerable, loft their terrors ? Knoweft thou . not 
that at niy frown, my bidding, thy body would 
difperfe through- all its native elements, till not 
an atom renmined, in proof thou once h;adft 
beir^ ? 

Fern. I long have doubted, but I do at length 
believe thou lefs art man than monfter ! Yet, if 
thou thinkeft I poflefs not enough of thy own im- 
penetrable frontery to bid thy threats defiance, 
thou knoweft me as Httle as thou knoweft th'yfelf 
P. Fran. And is it thus ? Braved by a thing 
fo tame? 

Fern. On theinftant I'll to the Patriarch. 
P. Fran. Wilt thou, fool? Not quite fo faft. 
What, ho! Officers! /^/?rfe^ Curfeonmy thought- 
lefs hafte ! I had forgotten^ — they are abftnt — 
Fernando, thefe broils are lunacy. 

Fern. TSlOy they are the fortunate clue to the 
dark receffes of thy Heart. 

P. Fran, And canft thou think thus of me ? 
Oh NatureJ Oh Man! Wh^-art thou? Who 
fhall count ot\ fricndihip, fraternity, or kindred 
feeling, if thus a fudden ftart pf paffion can up- 
root the fixed affedtions, difiblve all tifcs» and paint 
the brighteft virtues in the blackeft hues of" vice! 
Have I deferved this of thee, Fernando? After 
years of acknowledged fan(iity, atn I fo fud- 
denly become all demon in thy thoughts ? 

I Fern 
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I 

Ftm. Seek not'by thy wiles again toBBnd me* 

P. Fran. Are we not the fons of one mother? 
Have I not, throng life, foii^t' thy -welfare, 'aind 
been thy proved and refolute friend ? What elfe 
2tm^ I ^ now ? If I err, what but ^ brother's Idvc 
niifleads my too afFeftioilate heart ? 

Fern. Thy heart, Fra'ndifco ? Hiy heart is filfe ! 
It wars with thy tongue! Its gangrene mounts in 
tliy morbid cheek, diftorts thy features, arid Toils 
in thy difcoloured eye. 

P. Fran. Fatal error ! Miferable laple bf hu- 
man frailty ! What have I done ? 'Wete I all thy 
an^ Unkind thoughts fufpect, once jnore, I am 
thy brother. i)oft thoii level at my life ? 
* Fern. I have no dark chambers. I im rio 
Inquifitor. 

P. Fran. Whaf tbrture could I inflift,^ cqudte 
that thou threatened? Have I 'for this endured 
the tigors of monaftic rule; fafting, player/ iand 
penance ;. the willing fackcloth and merfcilefs fclf 
cafti^tion : have I by pious courfe and holy pe- 
nalttes feen the people' proftrate, whene'^er I left 
my cellt and thdr niafters crouching for my be- 
nediftioni andlhaTTthe mighty fabric of my well 
but harS earned fame and power be fwept to 
'ruins, by the breath of a miftaken cruel brothet ? 

Fern. Wretched man ! What demon led thee 
through thefe devious paths ? Alas } It w^ am- 
bition. Give nie that letter. 

P. Fran. For what purpofe ? 

/Fern: Canft thou ftill a&? For the Patriarch ! 

'^ P. Fran. Not for worlds ! I have broken the 

feal. The impetuous ardor of a brother's love 

urg^d me to this dangerous and defperate aft. 

Will that brother betray me s and for a deed of 

z which 
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which I cannot yet repent ? Oh ! 'tis a document 
worth a kingdom ! The Patriarch fpeak? thee 
kiad^f. and^t^l^&infoft and faint like tertns, a|id 
thoiH goo4 fpq), belieyefl:; but here I^ h^veevi-, 
deiice^— 

Fern. 0( what ! 

P. Fran, Licentious pleafures, carnal, appe^ 
tites, and fin, aad Ibame ! 

Fern. I cannot believe thee ! I demand . the 
proofs, 

P. Fran, Art thou my brother? An^^^^to be 
bptray^d ? 

Fren. I'll make no compromife. The proofs, 
f f-thgy O^jdl be WJ^fted from thee. 
' ^* Fronn, [a/ifk) Sljiall: they ? Headlong idiot I 
X^pu m^yij: j^et repent. ' ^^ 

: Fer^ip ^h>^ is a fearful, rpoment ; i|i which 
i^th$ %nd n>v^!?^rs naay be generating. Til linger 
no longer. {Going). * , \ 

p. Fran. Fernando ! Brother !^ — rrCome 
bask. ^ 

F^wn. Wilt thou be open and honeft ? 

P, Ftav,* What am I other ? But I'll be wh^t-, 
' ^Ver tljiPu feait di^^€. 

FerfK The Patriarch is a gP9(J and holy man ; 
pi\^^,t ru pledge my foi^l, ^ 
, P. Fran, Wilt thou? Thy ^eal is burning.! 
Byt h? is thy friend. And what. morp. fnpyes my 
wonder, fo is his fon. 
-Fern, Whofefon? 

- p. Fvay,, The Patriarch's ! Th^t holy roan's, 
for whom thy foul is pledged !-r-Nay, gaze not! 
'Tis written here, I tell thee, Alb^rtq ^? his fpn. . 

Fern; A%rfo ! 
:; ' J2 ' P^Fran. 
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P. Fran. He. 

Fern. Miraculous powers ! 

P. Fran. WheH fent on embafljr to the Em- 
peror's Court, in wanton dalliance, there this 
Ikinted Patriarch took liberal delight j and there 
upfprung this ruddy boy. 

Fern. At Vienna ! 

P. Fran. So fay thefe precious pages : for 'tis a 
long epiftle, thou feed. 

Feim. By whom written ? 

P. Fran. The mother of the youth. 

Fern. And fent, the contents unknown to Al- 
berto, fealed and addreffed to his father? 

P. Fran. Whom he knows not to be his 
father ! Even fo ! "Wilt thou not now partake my 
joy ? Seeft thou not I have him in my gripe ; and 
that, though the title of Patriarch be his, the 
power and place are mine, and Portugal is at my 
feet ? 

Fern. Mifguided man ! How do thy impetuous 
paflions hurry thee blinjl fold forward ! Where is 
the Patriarch's crime ? He had not then vowed 
celibacy. *Twas the ambition of his friehds, and 
their glutton eagernefs of dignities and wealth, 
that forced him to the act. 

P. Fran. I tell thee, this paper makes him my 
ilave and thine ! Timid and (haken as he is by 
every windy fear, unlefs thou art the verieft djri* 
veiler that lives, our nod henceforth is law ! 

Fern. Away ! Thou art thyfelf that driveller; 
incredibly befotted, by fenfelefs and damning 
vice J and horribly irreclaimable ! 

P. Fran. Brother — 

Fern. What means that ghaftly fmile ? 

P.Fran. 
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P. Fran^ Thou art' a worthy man — I knew thee 
to be fuch — Incapable of any aft of bafenefs, as 
my heart could wifli* 

Fern. Why how now ? 

P. Fran. Come, come ! I have kept thee in 
fiifpenfe too long ! We'll to the Patriarch tc^ether* 
This letter (hall be delivered — by thee — or me- 
lt is indifferent. Of the accident by which it 
came into my hand^, and of the broken feals, ail 
honourable explanation jQiall be given. Nay, 
doubt me not ! What canft thoi^ doubt, if this 
be done ? Away then ! Come ! Thou (halt fiiid 
how truly I am thy brother. 

Fefn. Heavens ! What ambiguous and be^ 

wildering arts are thine? ^Francifco — Thou 

art a ■ 

P. Fran. Once more, come ; and prove what: 
I am. 

ExeunU 
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ACT V. 



SCENE r. J fpacious Gallery i. with rcltgiim 
Pointing's, CrucifixionSy.MiagdtilenSy Saints yOnck, 
the veiled Image of the Holy Virgin, in the 
Kecejs over an Altar; on which are large; 
IFax Tapers. ' • 

tEoKCTRA, with a LetiePj and Yiad, ami 

LiciA) waitings 

Lfia^ORA. (Looking at h^r Wa/ich)\ 

HE hour is paflv atHi Alberto cms^ m?t ! 
He comes no more! Fernando has deQ€^4 
me. Such are the promifes of men ! (Reads her 
letter) " I fend thee a laft remembering line, my 
" love : but I cannot write. 'Tis a thing too flow 
for my impetuous and diftradted thoughts, 
Fernando promifed I fhould fee thee oncfe agiun: 
but promifes.arc words. , Midnight will foon be 



cc 



" here : we are never more to meet. I fend thee 
" the cordial. Remember the rifing of the moon, 
f* and pledge me. 'Tis the nuptial cup, pre- 
" fented by thy virgin bride. Two hours hence, 
" where fhall we be ? Thinkeft thou the foul 
** will not rife fwifter than the moon? Oh, 
*^ ay ! and brighter too ! Drink then to Leonom.^* 
Licia take thefe (giving a letter, vialy and 
purfej. Give the the money to the Alguazil, who, 
for my uncle's fake and mine, will deliver thQ 

lettcc 
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ld:ter End tite rial to Alberto. Lofe not ^moment ; 
bUt'dttferXtfeat^tfey driv^ -with all fpeed, aiid 
wing 'thee ^t)ack *witfa my lord and hoifeand's 
d^ffWer, ^ . lExWLwia. 

Leon, (walks folemnhf to the Altnr^ ^drmm the^ 
ctirtaiji thaV'hiiei\lIt€ y^tgrn^ with ^hw^, mid 
drdps y>h^hl^'kHeefJ.< ^ Queen of eairth and 
heaven; ^ t^endficeht ^ mterceflbr to thy ^meek afifd 
irttttifar^'Bon/^re'and celelfKab m^her, in this 
dread, moment hear, oh, hear my pmyer h Pre- 
tail thtit *v^e *'^rid ^pardon at the'riirone of 
grace: We are perfecuted, driven to ^klefperat^ 
afts ; hunted to the toils of death ; but though 
our wills, ape- ^eak,, OUT' he^irts arc .upoffending. 
Omnipotent Juftice will not inflift its horrid 
and intolerable* tprtures, if the r bewildered. ipul, 
forced upoft evils, * kpows not which to chiife ! 
Hear, prota<ftrefe, hear! turn lafide the thuoder 
of avenging wrath ; arid, fincerlife is here; denied, 
receiv&our, parting. jTpkits, add, oh ! fuiFer uis to 

live hereafter ! ' 

• ., 

FioL Poor penitent! 'yoi^er fhe- kneels. 
Leonora ! 

-Zeon. f/0ngj My frknd ! 
' FioL I -hAve been- Peeking thee ' through . ev£^" 
cllarhber, Fernarido fent me. 
^'^Lton.^^iy&y he could not prevail ? 
V^L Oh, no. He was here, loi^ and loud 
'^in ' debate ' with ^ Padre Francifco. I durft not 
• i^¥(dch, ^ut thought they quarftlled,^ till iSm 
'^d^femld^rt-in amity^ ^Yet both feemed drf- 

turbed ^ 
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turbed ; and Fernando, feeing me, calfed, and 
conjured me to haften.and quiet thy alarms.; 
for that his brother had news for the Patriarch, 
that woiuld bring molt imexpedked peace and 
happineft to all. 

Leon. He ! That man ! Impoffible ! 

Viol. Francifco fmiled,. and iignified aflent; 
but 'twas a fm^le fuch as I nev^r faw from human 
face before ! It could not but denote fome dread- 
ful perturbation of the foul. 

Leoji. Happinefs from that wicked man ! Oh^ 
no, Violanto ! . , k 

SCENE III. Don MANiTEt. 

Viol. Now, Don Manuel ! Why this hafty 
ftbp, and wild appearance ? . ^ /- 

Leon. (Sudden terror) Is he dead ! 

Man. Alberto lives. 

Leon. Thou haft fomething terrible to tell. 

Man. Don Fernando ? - 

Viol What of him ? 

Man. Seized, chained, and impirifoned ! 

Viol. At whofe command ? 

Jfefc/i. His brother's: / 

Leon. Incomparable fiend ! 

Man. My eye caught theirt as I left the Santa 
Cafa, where 1 had been on enquiries after Alberto, 
and to elude them I ftept afide j The Friar was 
arm in arm with Fernando i in apparent fratismal 
union, and kind difcourfe. I. watched them as 
they approached, and faw the glances of Francifco 
caft firft around, then darting on the ^ Alguazil : 
V^hom, when he came up, he fuddenly com- 

. manded 
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tbftnded fo ftitt Fernaiwia Hi< t^e w^ft Terf^* 
ble ; and, with a quick tirtrn and finewy fore^, 
k6 cmg^t his brother's other arm, holding them 
both^ tiU inftamly th^ &ra)unQKng'guaT4' c 
Ened the priibncr. ^ ■ • : ' ' . 

VioL Did tb^ Alguwil fo readily obey ? 

Man. At the- firft n;ioment,,he h^fit^ted j but 
a fecoj^d ^huijderJM, apd dreadfully ftern ip^m- 
mand robbed him of all thought. 

FioU And faid Fernai3Mio not hiog ? ; \ 

Mail. After a ftruggk to bo^ free, he was about 
to fpeak: but, being then held by the guard, 
JFrancifco, with the fame aftiye force, his ntod- 
Jkerchief *a;t the prifoner's mouth, and' calling 
him blafpheming heretic, prevented all articu- 
lation ;: except that I heard* Fernando exclaim-r^ 
*^ The Patriarch l"--which, as I thought, he 
feveral times endeavoured to repeat. 

Leon. Oh, hoi?rible monfter! Why, Manuel, 
<!idft thou not fif to feek my uAcle ? 

Man. I knew riot but he might be here: 
tkough I difpatdied a^meflenger to Bellem. 

Leon. Hark*' I bfear the clatter of horfesM 
Lieut is returned; ^ 1*11 to the Santa Cafa myfelf, 
and force an entra^tice^ or (hake- the foundations 
with my (hrieks and cries ! 

VM* We will.g^^th ybuv. Aough 'tis vain 
to hope admittance. 

Leon. I will be admitted ! I am AUbfirto*s wife. 

Viol, and Man. His wife ! 

Leon. I anv the Patriafch'"s ttiece. I'hey (hall 
not, dare not lltut-meout. Thcreyet is time; it 
|S not midnight, the moon ha^ not riferi. Watch 
it, Alberto, if the grating of thy" dungeon wfll 

K permit. 
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wrmit. I come my love! Bf nptin too muck 
Aafte. to die ! Wait for thy I,iConora ! I come ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. The Dungeons of the Santa Cafa^ 

with large Gratings toward the Topj through 

' which the Horizon and Stars are teen. A 

high Gallery^ leading to theCelby which are 

lighted by a Lamp attached to the Wall. 

AtBERTO chained to the ground at the 

farther part. 

Alb, Oh, man, man ! Is there in creation 
aught that equals thee in fenfelefs rage, favage 
hatred, and fiend-like cruelty ? The tiger, more 
merciful, at once devours his prey : but the 
tbirfl of man cannot be (atiated with blood alone 
—Where, Leonora, is thy promifed cordial ? k 
comes not! Do thy fond feats forbid? Am I 
referved for the rack ? or art thou, perhaps, ai^ 
ready dead ? Peerlefs woman ! Never was there 
love that equalled thine ! (P» Francifco isfeen 
coming along the gallery^ conducted, by the 
Alguazil) What founds arc thefe ? Perhaps *tis 
the mefleng^r of Leonora. 

iSCENE V. The door of the tell is unbolted, 
and P. FRANCisca enters witk the At- 

. GUAZIX. 

Alg. Yonder he is ftrctched. 

P. Fran. Give me again that vial , and letter. 
(Sternly) How came it you fuffered the meddling 
minx that b]X)ught them to efcape I 

Alg. 
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Alg. She is the attendant pf the Patnaich's 
luece. 

P. Fran. What then? 

Alg. I feared — 

P. Fran. Feared ! Do you prefume to have 
fcars ? 
• Alg. My office — 

P Frail. Silence t (Walks agitated^ and breaks 
into foliloquy) Imbecile fool !— ilfy brother ?. 
€oward ! PitifiJ coward ! — At fuch a moment ? 
Beauty, wealth, and honours for him ! For me. 
authority unlimited f' Power that would have 
ipurned oppofition, like a dog from, under itSi 
feet ? And falter then ? Shake then with idiot 
apprehendings, and pretend- 'iis honefty ? Oh } 
flave, bead, fordid, j^roveling, defpicable, reptile ! 
Honed? He that i$ villain to himfelf Is the 
wojrft of vill^n? !— The occafion apt, the means 
fure, the end glorious, to be fp near the pinnacle 
and then to falH-^TQ the boi^tom with hitii 
then : but J'll mount, though mtjltiplied deaths 
hatbingcr my p^flage, though bones p^ve my 
way, and fkuUs become my fteppipg ftones! TU 
reach the iummit yet; and, thepe fi?:ed, brave 
the ftorms, the thunders, and the \vreck of 
elements ! - , 

Alg: (in the back ^rot(n4) HV i^ Ilrangely 
difturbed. 

. P.Fran. Ay?~So?— It may bel—Of that 
which is not, no man is fecure. No deep fore- 
fight, no courj^e, or contrivanre, fo can fet tec- 
chance as to make the future the flave of the 
prefent-^-ldolized to day^ to-morrow indexed as 
^hc fcourge of my kind ! the wretch to whom 

K 2 frieodlhip 
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^cbdftip ind paicrnity Wfre b^t afcofif, religioii 
a maik, and murder a familiar ! A monftcr, ta 
be hunted /ro/;i the worl^.#^ beydffcl the world; 
whom chorus curfes (hall purfue to the gates of 
ifeotli atd hcAh fs a -tlaiiig ' pupil execrable and 
abhorred! — *Tis even thus ! Uncertainty is ihc 
inceflant fpedre, that haunts .th^ dark paths of 
enterpHfe: prefentifig' df^ful pofli bill ties; at 
^hich, even I, while I face th^jHi do horribly (hake ! 

Jig. H .rk !w*tv«'ep4 Padre^ I bear voices, 
m comihg from the priibe gat0» 

P. Ftah. Fly t L^n .wbi>t, and who ; an4 
Wmg me inftaat ootic«. [M^t A^gvm^il. 

SCENE VI, 

/ J*C Fi*/m.:*Ti%tsLn6vtntfxA moment,, leading to 
i golden hereafter, or full fraught with deftraftioft 
. -—What, ho \ Alberto* !-^Speak man !*-,Kn6weft 
'.fhou ftot my Voice ? - 

Alb. AWay, wretch ! Difturb me not, 

A Fran. I thought, e'er this, the fever of thy 
. lilood were^fvvaged.' Will no wholefome leflbii 
feack thee lefs ^Contempf ? The libn^^ caged, id 
, ^bmiffive td his keeper. ^ ' - 

Atb. But tears him' if he ntftily venture in kin 
den.— Then keep aloof ! ... 

P. Fran: Foolifh boy, febrnf ut and blind to 
every proffered good, I come to bring thee cohfd*^ 
Iktion. WouWft' thou believe it, {tripling ? I am 
the meffenger from thy inamorata \ Lieonora fendd 
a fond epiltle. and a ftrengthening corcHai. 

Alt>. A golden vial? 

JP. Fran. Ay, does it rejoice thee ? Ap- 
©roach — Thou canfl not ? Dicf I not warn thee 
to what thy taunts and ftubbornn^fs would lead ? 

Z . —But, 



n 



A PtAY. 

•t^^U owne, I'll have cotnp^on. f Frees him 
from the xcall chain) There too is thy bauble, 
thy precious vial. Amiaotkind? 

Alb. Ay, Moloch! Kinder than thou thinkft, 

. P. Fran. Thou ape of heroifm ! As if I knew 

not why 'tis fent* Here, fool, is her funeral 

fong. (Shewing the letter). In this (be prpmifes 

to pledge thee. Good ! 'Tis as I would have it. 

Alb. AVhat ! Wilfully fuffer us tQ die, and 
ifcapc more tortjarc ? 

P. Fran. Yes. It is become Con^fenient to 

Alb. Merciful demon, I thank thee- ■ Oh, mf 
iove 1 Could we but have met once more, might 
ire, in one laft: embrace, have fallen, together, 
death would have come fmtling to my arms. 

P. Fran. There is thy letter. 
. AV). Can there be fo much of Jiuman in thee ? 
\Retires near the lamp and reads). 

BCENE VII. The Algitazil returns. 

^ ' ■ ■ . 

P. Fran. Now ! who is without ? 

Alg. The lady Leonora, with tears, cries, and 
threats, demanding admifiion to her loven 

^/6. Leonora! — Oh, that 'twere poffible fhe 
might come ! 

P. Fr%n. {Cmjldering). What if— Yes--'twere 
beft. Here (he. is in my pQViet'^'^'{JVk{/fpers ike 
Alguazil^ who goes of^j. 

SCENE ym. 

P. Fran. Youth, ^ thou haft grofsly railed ; 
imt charity is liberal, and virtue patient. Per* 

haps. 
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haps, were I to give her entrance, thou wouldft* 
again infult ? 

Alb, No ! Do that, and I will praife even^ 
thee ! . . . » 

P. Fran. Ha ! the heretic can be kind it feems. 

* Alb. She will not alk to tarry long. 
P. Fran. Haply till midnight ? 
Alb. Thou art prophetic ! 

. P. Fran. The rifihg of the moon? 

^ Alb. Ay J fome minutes after, and neither of 

us will reiift thy will. •'- » 

P.Fran. Thou talkeftloudly of honor, and! 

Ihould hope will keep thy promife ? 
-Alb. Oh !- Moft facredly ! . . " : • • : 

P. Fran. Enough. She Ihall come.— She is 

here.. - 

Alb. Merciful Inquifitor I /' . ^ 

p. Fran'. Ha, ha^ ha ! \ExiU 

SCENE IX. Enter V^y.o'^oi.Ky they Jt arid for 

a moment Jixed^ 

Alh. Leonora! 

Leon. Alberto ! 

Alb. {Running into her arms) Do I chip theo 
again ? ' ^ 

Leon. Do I again behold thee ? 

Alb. Oh, paradife ! Give me but Leonora, and 
here, in this darknefs and thefe damps, I fhould 
enjoy a blifsful eternity. 

Leon. No, Alberto: we muft feek brighter 
regions^ Horrors do but accumulate. — Haft thou 
received my vial ? 

• Alb. Francifco gave it me himfelf, with a 

malig-i^ 
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mali^iit pleafure that fhewed he knew its 
purpofe. 

t ' L^on. Inconceivable inonfter ! Not fatisfied 
with our blood, he now feeks his brother's* 
.. Jib. Fernando*s ? 

; Zeon. Has imprifoned, denounced him heretic, 
and accufed him of .blafphemy. 
' Alb. Oh, mifcreant ! And why ? 

IjCon. There is fom.e fecret known to both the 
brothers ; and favourable, as I guefs, to thee ; 
therefore the fanguinary friar, refolved my uncle 
(hall not hear it, fcruples not to facrifice Fernando, 

Jib. Heavens 1 I now perceive the drift of his 
apparent pity. From the letter thou fenteft, 
he learns our wlfh to die together ; and grants it : 
fearful thou fliouldft fee the Patriarch- 

Leon. Ay: the doors are barred upon us! 
Here we are entombed ! 

Jib. Leonora ! My love ! My bride ! Mi- 

ferable man ! I ani thy deftroyer ! I have brought 
death on ikeey di {grace on thy name and family, 
and an ' old age of intolerable wretchednefs on thy 
fainted uncle. 

Leon, {after a reverie) Alberto — There is yet a 
ray of hope. Happinefs dill me thinks were poffi- 
ble. What if we defer death, and wait awhile i 

Jib. Ay, Leonora: do my love- 

Leon. Nay, but thou wilt likewife ? 
; Jib. It. cannot be, I have well reflected, and 
would die, as I have wiflied to live, worthy my 
Leonora. Death, mere death, I can rhcet un- 
moved, as the rock whiftled at by the wind. 
But what courage (hall be certain there is no ex- 
cefs of torture can wring out one degrading groan ? 

Who 
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Who ffiall (^» when the limbs writhf, tlie Ifmifi 
track, and the diftorted eye-balls ftart from tht 
head, agon^'^ing nature fhall not Went and make 
him cowaard ? Were I to quail, were I to fhrink^ 
to (hed a tear, or were one cry to efcs^e, oh I— 
1 think this would not be : but, fbould it ? Mad* 
nefs ! It is not to be endured. 

Leon. Nor (hall it, my love. Why did I dream 
of hope ? Day-light, life, and hapjHnefs, arc not 
for us. {Shelving another vial). Look thee : I too 
am provided. Pledge me, then. And feel 
Behold our appointed fignal, the lovely rifing 
moon; bright in fmiles, and approving the fa* 
crifice. Come ! Drink I {prefents the vial to her 
lips). 

Alb. Stay \^ Leonora,^ hear thy hufband ! 

Change thy cruel intent ! Change it, I fey ! 
Horror ! Horror 1 Blooming as thou art in every 
youthful grace, alive to every virtue, capable of 
every bliff, to fee thee fwallow death, to witnefi 
the deed cf which I am myfelf the caufe, and to 
know *tis impoffible. thou (houldft again be Leo- 
jiora, oh ! Spare me ! left my brain burft 5 and, 
in my fudden frenzy, I lofe all fenfe of love, and 
^ith ihefe impious hands defpoil and mangle the 
beauties I adore ! / 

Leon, {^firmly) Alberto, meaneft thou to die? 

Jib. To me, death is inevitable. 

Leon. And thinkeft thou I will live ?-— I Ihought 
cur hearts had more fympathy. I would not die 
Teproachmg thee. 

Alb. Mercy, Leonora! Mercy J 

Leon. {With the vial) Wilt thpu pledge me? 

Alb. To the laft drop. 
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'Leon. Come then; Tbus. (mth her afmoikr 
his Jhoulder). Thy arm the fame. Clafping and^ 
and clafped, thus (hall our fouls take flight. 
To Alberto, love and eternal union ! {They raife 
the poifon to their lips, and a dijtant but aWful 
voice calls-'-) Forbeaf ! 

Alb Hark! 

Leon. 'Twas nothing. Come. 

( The voice nearer y and more loud) Forbear ! ] 
{Paufe). 

Leon. *Ti^ my uncle's voice ! Happinefs may 
yet be ours ! {They drop the vials , light isfeen in 
the Gallery y . the Patriarch, Fernando, Manuel, 
Violante, Alguazil, and Attendants^ hajien along 
and defcend). 

SCENE X. 

Pat. {teithout) Difpatch {The doors ate un- 
bolted and they enter, the Patriarch running up 
to the lovers). 

Pat. Alberto ! Earth and heaven ! Speak ! Is 
it paft ? {Sees the vials) The vials empty I Then 
mifery is complete ! My fon, my fon ! 

*Alh. No : we have not drunk. 

Pat. Have not ? 

Leon* No. 

Pat. {Falls on his knees, clafping his hands) 
Father of mercies ! {Alberto and Leonora raijing 
A/m) Alberto! My fon! Leonora 1 Oh joy ! Oh! 
{Sinks in their arms). 

Fern. Wonder not. Strange things are to be 
told. 

Leon. But are we fafe ? And thou, too 1 where 
is thy brother ? 

Ir Fern, 
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Ftm. Wretched man } The blow he aimed at 
6thers has ftruck himfelf. 

^^. He is not dead ? 

Fern. No; but dai^eraiilly wounded by his 
<Wn defpcfrate hand. Findii^ himfelf difcovered, 
he gave the ftroke, which be thought mortal. 
The terrors of guilt then fliook his foul ; and, re- 
vealing all he knew, he warned us to fly and fave 
yott from the poifon. 

Pat. Oh my children ! But 1 have no utterance. 
Well, wdl ! i never was a perfecutoj-. Had I 
been fuch, thefe awful events would have beea 
tenfold terrible. Oh, let not man, whdfe opi- 
nions are li^t and ihifting as Atabtan fanda, pre- 
fume to ufe religion's facred name \ and, if his. 
own imperfeft creed be queftioned, deal out all 
the mifchiefe his frenzy ftiaJl fu^ell^ on his peace- 
ful an4 fuffcring brother.. 
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EPILOOUE. 

Sfohn hy Mrs. Harlowe. 

A. NEW Play juft ended, and low dropt the curtain. 
The Epilogue follows : — there's nothing more certain: 
SO) as I've had but little concern in the Hory, 
lii fn^ria per/ana I venture before ye; 
To beg that, henceforth, from this ftage you would baniil^ 
- ~-r^ '^uch woe- begone Dramas ;~Diake Tragedy vanifli ! 
And let gay Thalia refume her lov'd ftation! 
Or, if fad Melpomene mull have rotation, 
Let'her dagger be Iharp, and her poifon-bowl brimful. 
As Cowllip's, who brings Rufty-fufty one, creamfnl : 
Let Juliet quite ftabb'd be, and Romeo quite poifon'dj 
And let not, by flgnal of moon juft horizon'd, 
A P&tiiarch pop in, 'tween the cup and the lip fo, < 

Nor the Hero and Heroine dally and fip fo ! 

This ftage flionld be facred — no, that word don't fuit it; ' 
But humour again and again Ih^uld recruit it: 
Inftead of the trumpet, (hrill fife, and loud drum here. 
New Panglofles fliould Aill, with quotations pat, come here; 
New TuUy's fliould blunder — but hold, let me flop— 
The tear of compalEon I'm ready to drop ! 
Britannia ! Hibernia ! Oh, fliort may your ftrife be I 
Nor lo9 in the conteA another dear life be 1 
Then, Britain's wide empire all firmly united, 
Ac French, Datch, or Spaniard, oh, who would be frighted i 
Britannia triumphant o'er Ocean Ihall thunder. 
And be, to Time's end, of ail nations the wonder t 
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